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LYRIC       POEMS 

CONTINUED. 


The  following  Poems  of  this  Book  are  peculiarly 
dedicated  to 

DIVINE      LOVE*. 


The  Hazard  of  lovmg  the  Creatures, 

WT HER E-E ' E R  my  flattering  paffions  rove, 

^  ^        I  find  a  lurking  fnare ; 
'Tis  dangerous  to  let  loofe  our  love 
Beneath  th'  Eternal  Fair. 

Souls  whom  the  tie  of  friendfhip  binds. 

And  partners  of  our  blood. 
Seize  a  large  portion  of  our  minds, 

And  leave  the  lefs  for  God. 

'^  Different  ages  have  their  different  airs  and  fafliions  of  writing. 
It  was  much  more  the  fafhion  of  the  age,  when  thefe  poems  were 
written,  to  treat  of  divine  fubjefts  in  the  ftyle  of  Solomon's  Song 
than  it  is  at  this  day,  which  will  afford  fome  apology  fcr  the  writer, 
Ml  his  younger  years. 

B  2  Nature 
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Nature  has  foft  but  powerful  bands. 

And  reafon  (he  controls  ; 
While  cliildren  with  their  little  hands 

Hang  clofeit  to  our  fouls. 

Thoughtlefs  they  afl  th'  old  ferpent's  part  j 
What  tempting  things  they  be  ! 

Lord,  how  they  twine  about  oar  heart. 
And  draw  it  Cu  from  thee  1 

Our  hafty  wills  rufh  blindly  on 

Where  rifmg  pafTion  roll:. 
And  thus  we  make  our  fetters  ftrong 

To  bind  our  Haviili  fouls. 

Dear  Sovereign,  break  thefe  fetters  oif. 

And  fet  our  fpirits  free ; 
God  in  himfelf  is  bHfs  enough. 

For  we  have  all  in  Thee. 


Desiring  to  love  CHRIST. 

COME,  let  me  love  :  or  is  thy  mind 
Harden'd  to  ftone,  or  froze  to  ice  ? 
I  fee  the  bleffed  r~ air-one  bend 
And  Hoop  t'  embi-ace  me  from  the  /kies  ! 

O  !  'tis  a  thought  would  melt  a  rock. 
And  make  a  heart  of  iron  move. 
That  thofe  fweet  lips,  that  heavenly  look. 
Should  feek  and  v/iih  a  mortal  love  ! 


I  was 
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I  was  a  traitor  doom'd  to  fire. 
Bound  tQ  fullain  eternal  pains  ; 
He  flew  on  wings  of  ftrong  defire, 
Affum'd  my  guilt,  and  took  my  chains. 

Infinite  grace  !  Almighty  charms  ! 
Stand  in  amaze,  ye  whirling  fkies  I 
Jefus  the  God,  with  naked  arms. 
Hangs  on  a  Crofs  of  Love,  and  dies. 

Did  pity  ever  ftoop  fo  low, 
Drefs'd  in  divinity  and  blood  ? 
Was  ever  rebel  courted  fo 
In  groans  of  an  expiring  God  ? 

Again  he  lives ;  and  fpreads  his  hands. 
Hands  that  were  nail'd  to  torturing  fmart ; 
By  thefe  dear  wounds,  fays  he  ;  and  Hands 
And  prays  to  clafp  me  to  his  heart. 

Sure  I  muft  love ;  or  are  my  ears 
Still  deaf,  nor  will  my  paiTion  move  ? 
Then  let  me  melt  this  heart  to  tears ; 
This  heart  Ihall  yield  to  death  or  love. 


The  Heart  given  away. 

T  F  there  are  paflions  in  my  foul, 
"■-   (And  paffions  fure  they  be) 
Now  they  are  all  at  thy  control. 
My  Jefus,  all  for  Thee. 

B3  If 
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If  love,  that  pleafing  power,  can  reft 

In  hearts  fo  hard  as  mine. 
Come,  gentle  Saviour,  to  my  breaft. 

For  all  my  love  is  thine. 

Let  the  gay  world,  with  treacherous  arg 

Allure  my  eyes  in  vain : 
I  have  convey 'd  away  my  heart. 

Ne'er  to  return  again. 

I  feel  my  warmeft  paiTions  dead 

To  all  that  earth  can  boaft ; 
This  foul  of  mine  was  never  made 

For  vanity  and  duft. 

Now  I  can  fix  my  thoughts  above, 
Amidfl:  their  flattering  charms. 

Till  the  dear  Lord  that  hath  my  love 
Shall  call  me  to  his  arms. 

So  Gabriel,  at  his  King's  command. 

From  yon  celeftial  hill. 
Walks  downward  to  our  worthlefs  land^ 

His  foul  points  upward  ftill. 

He  glides  along  my  mortal  things. 

Without  a  thought  of  love. 
Fulfils  his  tafk,  and  fpreads  his  wing? 

To  reach  the  realms  above. 


Me»ita< 
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Meditation  in  a  Grove. 

OWEET  Mufe,  defcend  and  blefs  the  Ihade, 
^  And  blefs  the  evening  grove ; 
Bufinefs,  and  noife,  and  day,  are  fled. 
And  every  care,  but  love. 

But  hence,  ye  wanton  young  and  fair. 

Mine  is  a  purer  flame  ; 
No  Phyllis  ftiall  infed  the  air. 

With  her  unhallow'd  name. 

Jef-is  has  all  my  powers  poflTefl:, 

My  hopes,  my  fears,  my  joys : 
He,  the  dear  Sovereign  of  my  breafl. 

Shall  flill  command  my  voice. 

Some  of  the  faireft  choirs  above 

Shall  flock  around  my  fong. 
With  joy  to  hear  the  name  they  love 

Sound  from  a  mortal  tongue. 

His  charms  ftiall  make  my  numbers  flow. 

And  hold  the  falling  floods. 
While  filence  fits  on  every  bough. 

And  bends  the  liftening  woods. 

I'll  carve  our  paflion  on  the  bark 

And  every  wounded  tree 
Shall  drop  and  bear  fome  mylHc  mark 

That  Jefus  dy'd  for  me. 

B  4  The 
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The  fwains  fhall  wonder  when  they  read, 

Infcrib'd  on  all  the  grove. 
That  heaven  itfelf  came  down,  and  bled 

To  win  a  mortal's  love. 


The  Fairest  and  the  Only  Beloved- 

TT  O  N  O  U  R  to  that  diviner  ray 
•*■  •■-  That  firft  allur'd  my  eyes  away 

From  every  mortal  fair ; 
All  the  gay  things  that  held  my  fight 
Seem  but  the  twinkling  fparks  of  night, 
And  languifhing  in  doubtful  light 

Die  at  the  morning-ftar. 

Whatever  makes  the  godhead  great. 

And  fit  to  be  ador'd. 
Whatever  fpeaks  the  creature  fweet. 
And  worthy  of  my  paffion,  meet 

Harmonious  in  my  Lord. 
A  thoufand  graces  ever  rife 

And  bloom  upon  his  face ; 
A  thoufand  arrows  from  his  eyes 
Shoot  through  my  heart  with  dear  furprife> 

And  guard  around  the  place. 

All  nature's  art  fhall  never  cure 
The  heavenly  pains  I  found. 
And  'tis  beyond  all  beauty's  power 
To  make  another  wound  ; 

Earthly 
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Earthly  beauties  grow  and  fade  ; 
Nature  heals  the  wounds  fhe  made, 
But  charms  fo  much  divine 
Hold  a  long  empire  of  the  heart ; 
What  heaven  has  join'd  ihall  never  part. 
And  Jefus  mull  be  mine. 

In  vain  the  envious  Ihades  of  night. 

Or  flatteries  of  the  day- 
Would  veil  his  image  from  my  lights 

Or  tempt  my  foul  away  ; 
Jefus  is  all  my  waking  theme. 
His  lovely  form  meets  every  dreacni 

And  knows  not  to  depart : 
The  paffion  reigns 
Through  all  my  veins. 
And,  floating  round  the  crimfon  ftream^ 

Still  finds  him  at  my  heart. 

Dwell  there,  for  ever  dwell,  my  love  ; 

Here  I  confine  my  fenfe  ; 
Nor  dare  my  wildeft  wiilies  rove 

Nor  fHr  a  thought  from  thence. 
Amidil  thy  glories  and  thy  grace 
Let  all  my  remnant-minutes  pafs ; 

Grant,  thou  Everlailing  Fair, 

Grant  my  foul  a  manfion  there  : 
My  foul  afpires  to  fee  thy  face 
Though  life  Hiould  for  the  vifion  pay  j 
So  rivers  run  to  meet  the  fea. 
And  'ofe  their  nature  in  th'  embrace. 


Thou 
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Thou  art  my  ocean,  thou  my  God ; 
In  Thee  the  paiTicns  of  the  mind 
With  joys  and  freedom  unconfin'd 
Exult,  and  fpread  their  powers  abroad. 
Not  ail  the  glittering  things  on  high 
Can  make  my  heaven,  if  thou  remove ; 
I  fhall  be  tir'd,  and  long  to  die ; 
Life  is  a  pain  without  thy  love  } 

Who  could  ever  bear  to  be 

Curft  with  immortality 
Among  the  liars,  but  far  from  Thee  ? 


Mutual  Love  Ilronger  than  D  e  a  t  Hc 

TVT  O  T  the  rich  world  of  minds  above 
■^^    Can  pay  the  mighty  debt  of  love 

I  ewe  to  Chrift  my  God  : 
With  pangs  which  none  but  he  could  feel 
He  brought  my  guilty  foul  from  hell  : 
Not  the  firft  feraph's  tongue  can  tell 

The  value  of  his  blood. 

Kindly  he  feiz'd  me  in  his  arms. 

From  the  falfe  world's  pernicious  charm* 

With  force  divinely  fweet. 
Had  I  ten  thoufand  lives  my  own. 
At  liis  demand. 
With  chearful  hand, 
I'd  pay  the  vital  treafure  down 
In  hourly  tributes  at  his  feet. 


But^, 
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But,  Saviour,  let  me  talle  thy  grace 

With  every  fleeting  breath  ? 
And  through  that  heaven  of  pleafure  pafs 

To  the  cold  arms  of  death  ; 
Then  I  could  lofe  fucceffive  fouls 

Faft  as  the  minutes  fly  ; 
So  billow  after  billow  rolls 

To  kifs  the  Ihore,  and  die. 


The  fubflance  of  the  follov^ang  Copy,  and  many  of  the 
lines,  were  fent  me  by  an  efteemed  friend,  Mr.  W, 
Nokes,  with  a  defire  that  I  would  form  them  into  a 
Pindaric  Ode  ;  but  I  retained  his  meafures,  left  1 
ihouid  too  much  alter  his  fenfe. 

A   Sight  of  CHRIST. 

A  N  G  E  L  S  of  light,  your  God  and  King  furround, 
■^^  With  noble  fongs ;  in  his  exalted  flefh 
He  claims  your  worfnip :  while  his  faints  on  earth, 
Blefs  their  Redeemer-God  with  humble  tongues. 
Angels  with  lofty  honours  crown  his  head ; 
We  bowing  at  his  feet,  by  faith,  may  feel 
His  diftant  influence,  and  confefs  his  Love. 

Once  I  beheld  his  face,  when  beams  divine 
Broke  from  his  eye- lids,  and  unufual  light 
Wrapt  me  at  once  in  glory  and  furprife. 

My 


xi  WATTS's    POEMS. 

My  joyful  heart  high  leaping  in  my  breaft 
With  tranfport  cry  d.  This  is  the  Chrift  of  God ; 
Then  threw  my  arms  around  in  fweet  embrace. 
And  clafp'd,  and  bow'd  adoring  low,  till  I  was  loft  in  him. 

While  he  appears,  no  o:her  charms  can  hold 
Or  draw  my  foul,  aiham'd  of  former  things. 
Which  no  remembrance  now  deferve  or  name. 
Though  with  contempt ;  beft  in  oblivion  hid. 

But  the  bright  fnine  and  prefence  foon  withdrew ; 
I  fought  him  whom  I  love,  but  found  him  not ; 
I  feit  his  abfence ;  and  with  ftrongeft  cries 
Proclaim'd,  Where  Jefus  is  not,  all  is  vain. 
Whether  I  hold  him  with  a  full  delight. 
Or  feek  him  panting  with  extreme  defire, 
' Tis  he  alone  can  pleafe  my  wondering  foul ; 
To  hold  or  feek  him  is  my  only  choice. 
If  he  ref-ain  on  me  to  caft  his  eye 
Down  from  his  palace,  nor  my  longing  foul 
With  upward  look  can  fpy  my  deareft  Lord 
Through  his  blue  pavement,  I'll  behold  him  Hill 
With  fweet  refledlion  on  the  peaceful  crofs. 
All  in  his  blood  and  anguifli  groaning  deep, 

Gafpiiig  and  dying  there ■ — 

This  fight  I  ne'er  can  lofe,  by  it  I  live : 
A  quickening  virtue  from  his  death  infpir'd 
Is  life  and  breath  to  me ;  his  fiefti  my  food ; 
His  vital  blood  I  drink,  and  hence  my  ftrength. 

I  live,  Tm  ftrong,  and  now  eternal  life 
Beats  auick  v.ithin  my  breaft ;  my  vigorous  mind 

Spurns 
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Spurns  the  dull  earth,  and  on  her  fiery  wings 

Reaches  the  mount  of  purpofes  divine, 

Counfels  of  peace  betv/ixt  th'  Ahnighty  Thr.c 

Conceiv'd  at  onc'. ,  and  lign'd  without  debate. 

In  perfeil  union  of  th'  eternal  mind. 

With  vaft  amaze  I  fee  th'  unfatiiom'd  thoughts. 

Infinite  fchemes,  and  infinite  defip-ns 

Of  God's  own  Heart,  in  which  he  ever  rells. 

Eternity  lies  open  to  my  view ; 

Here  the  Beginning  and  the  End  cf  ail 

I  can  difcover  j  Chriil:  the  End  of  all. 

And  Chriil  the  great  Beginning ;  he  my  Head, 

My  God,  my  Glory,  and  my  All  in  All. 

O  that  the  day,  the  jcyrnl  day  were  come. 
When  che  firil  Adam  ii-orr.  his  ancient  dull 
Crown'd  with  new  honours  mail  revive,  and  fee 
Jelus  his  Son  and  Lord;  while  flicuting  faints 
Surround  their  King,  and  God's  Eternal  Son 
Shines  in  the  midil,  but  \vi:h  fuperior  beams. 
And  like  himfelf ;  then  '\ie  myfterious  Word 
Long  hid  behind  the  '  tt-^r  (hall  appear 
AH  fpirii  and  life,  and  i\\  the  fjileit  light 
Stand  fo/th  to  public  view  :  and  there  dlfclofe 
His  Father's  facred  v.  orks,  and  v/ondcrous  ways  : 
Then  wifdom,  rignLeoufnefs,  and  grace  divine. 
Through  rll  the  iniinite  tranfa<ftions  pafl 
Inwrought  and  ihining,  Ihall  with  doiible  blaze 
Strike  our  aflon^iri'd  eyes,  and  ever  reign 
Admir'd  and  glcrious  in  triumphant  light. 
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Death 
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Death,  and  the  tempter,  and  the  man  of  fm. 
Now  at  the  bar  arraign'd,  in  judgement  call. 
Shall  vex  the  faints  no  more  :  but  perfed  love 
And  loudefl  praifes  perfed:  joy  create. 
While  ever-circling  years  maintain  the  blifsful  ilatc. 

Love  on  a  Cross,  and  a  Throne. 

°KT  O  W  let  my  faith  grow  ftrong,  and  rife, 
^  ^    And  view  my  Lord  in  all  his  love ; 
Look  back  to  hear  his  dying  cries. 
Then  mount  and  fee  his  throne  above. 

See  where  he  languilh'd  on  the  Crofs ; 
Beneath  my  fms  he  groan'd  and  dy'dj 
See  where  he  fits  to  plead  my  caufe 
By  his  Almighty  Father's  Side. 

If  I  behold  his  bleeding  Heart, 
There  love  in  floods  of  forrow  reigns^ 
He  triumphs  o'er  the  killing  fmart. 
And  buys  my  pleafure  with  his  pains. 

Or  if  I  climb  th'  eternal  hills 
Where  the  dear  Conqueror  fits  enthron'd. 
Still  in  his  heart  compaifion  dwells. 
Near  the  memorials  of  his  wound  : 

How  fliall  a  pardon'd  rebel  ihow 
How  much  I  love  my  dying  God  ? 
Lord,  here  I  banifli  every  foe, 
I  hate  the  fms  tliat  coil  thy  blood. 


I  hold 
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I  hold  no  more  commerce  with  hell. 
My  deareft  lufts  fhall  all  depart ; 
But  let  thine  image  ever  dwell 
Stampt  as  a  feal  upon  my  heart, 

A  Preparatory  Thought  for  the  Lord's  Supper„ 

In  Imitation  of  Isaiah  Ixiii.   i,  2,  3. 

T  TTH  AT  heavenly  Man,  or  lovely  God, 

'  ~     Comes  marching  dov.nward  from  the  fkieSi, 
Array'd  in  garments  roll'd  in  blood, 
With  joy  and  pity  in  his  eyes. 

The  Lord !  the  Saviour  I  yes,  'tis  he  ; 
I  know  him  by  the  fmiles  he  wears ; 
Dear  glorious  Man  that  dy'd  for  me, 
iDrench'd  deep  in  agonies  and  tears  1 

Lo,  he  reveals  his  fhining  breaft ; 
J  own  thofe  wounds,  and  I  adore ; 
Lo,  he  prepares  a  royal  feait. 
Sweet  fruit  of  the  iharp  pangs  he  bore  I 

Whence  flow  thefe  favours  fo  divine ! 
Lord  1  why  fo  laviih  of  thy  blood  ? 
Why  for  fuch  earthly  fouls  as  mine. 
This  heavenly  flefh,  this  facred  food  ? 

'Twas  his  own  love  that  made  him  bleed. 
That  nail'd  him  to  the  curfed  tree  ; 
'Twas  his  own  love  this  table  fpread 
For  fuch  unworthy  worms^as  we. 

Then 
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Then  let  us  talle  the  Saviour's  love ; 
Come,  faith,  and  feed  upon  the  Lord  : 
With  glad  confent  our  lips  (hall  move. 
And  fweet  Hofannas  crown  the  board. 


Converse  with  Christ. 

T'M  tir'd  with  vifits,  modes,  and  forms. 
And  flatteries  paid  to  fellow-worms ; 

Their  converfation  cloys ; 
Their  vain  amours,  and  empty  ftuif : 
But  I  can  ne'er  enjoy  enough 
Of  thy  bell  company,  my  Lord,  thou  life  of  all  my  joys. 

When  he  begins  to  tell  his  love. 
Through  every  vein  my  paflions  move. 

The  captives  of  his  tongue  : 
Tn  midnight  Ihades,  on  froHy  ground, 
I  could  attend  the  pleafmg  found,  [long. 

Nor  Ihould  I  feel  December  cold,  nor  think  the  darknefs 

There,  while  I  hear  my  Saviour- God 
Count  o'er  the  fins  (a  heavy  load) 
He  bore  upon  the  tree. 
Inward  I  blufh  with  fecret  fhame. 
And  weep,  and  love,  and  blefs  the  name     [for  me. 
That  knew  not  guilt  nor  grief  his  own,  but  bare  it  all 
Next  he  defcribes  the  thorns  he  wore. 
And  talks  his  bloody  paGon  o'er. 

Till 
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Till  I  am  drown'd  in  tears : 
Yet  with  the  fmypathetic  fmart 
There's  a  ftrange  joy  beats  round  my  heart ; 
The  curfed  tree  has  bleffings  in't,  my  fweetefl  balm  it 
bears. 

I  hear  the  glorious  fufFerer  tell, 
Hov/  on  his  crofs  he  vanquifh'd  hell. 

And  all  the  powers  beneath  : 
Tranfported  and  infpir'd,  my  tongue 
Attempts  his  triumphs  in  a  fong ;  [^ory-*  ^^^^^  •'* 

"  How  has  the  ferpent  loft  his  fting !  and  where's  thy  ^•ic- 

But  when  he  fhews  his  hands  and  heart. 
With  thofe  dear  prints  of  dying  fmart. 

He  fets  my  foul  on  fire  : 
Not  the  beloved  John  could  reft 
With  more  delight  upon  that  breaft,  [deilre. 

Nor  Thomas  pry  into  thofe  wounds  with  more  intenfe 

Kindly  he  opens  me  his  ear. 

And  bids  me  pour  my  forrow  there. 

And  tell  him  all  my  pains  : 
Thus  while  I  eafe  my  burden'd  heart. 
In  every  woe  he  bears  a  part,  [fuftains. 

His  arms  embrace  me,  and  liis  hand  my  drooping  head 

Fly  from  my  thoughts,  all  human  things. 
And  fporting  fwains,  and  fighting  kings. 

And  tales  of  wanton  love  : 
My  foul  difdains  that  httle  fnare 
The  tangles  of  Amira's  hair ;  [remove. 

Thine  arms,  my  God,  are  fweeter  bands,  nor  can  my  heart 
Vol.  LVI.  C  Grace 
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Grace  shining,   and  Nature   fainting, 

Sol.  Song  i.  3.  &  ii.  5.  &  vi.  5. 

fT^  ELL  me,  faiieft  of  thy  kind, 
"■-     Tell  me  Shepherd,  all  divine. 
Where  this  fainting  head  reclin'd 
May  relieve  fuch  cares  as  mine  : 
Shepherd,  lead  me  to  thy  grove  ; 
If  burning  noon  infed  the  iky. 
The  fickening  fheep  to  covert  fly. 
The  Iheep  not  half  fo  faint  as  I, 
Thus  overcome  with  love. 

Say,  thou  dear  Sovereign  of  my  breafl:. 
Where  doll  thou  lead  thy  flock  to  refl: : 

Why  fliould  I  appear  like  one 

Wild  and  wandering  all  alone, 

Unbeloved  and  unknown  ? 

O  my  Great  Redeemer,  fay. 

Shall  I  turn  my  feet  aflray  ! 
Will  Jefas  bear  to  fee  me  rove. 
To  fee  me  feek  another  love  ? 

Ne'er  had  I  known  his  dearefl:  name, 
N-e'er  had  I  felt  this  inward  flame. 
Had  not  his  heart-flrings  firft  began  die  tender  found  : 
Nor  can  I  bear  the  thought,  that  He 
Should  leave  the  fky. 
Should  bleed  and  die. 
Should  love  a  wretch  fo  vile  as  me 
Without  returns  of  pafiion  for  his  dying  wound. 

His 
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His  eyes  are  glory  mix'd  with  grace  ; 

In  his  delightful  awful  face 

Sits  majefty  and  gentlenefs. 
So  tender  is  my  bleeding  heart 
That  with  a  frown  he  kills ; 

His  abfence  in  perpetual  fmart 

Nor  is  my  foul  refin'd  enough 

To  bear  the  beaming  of  his  love. 
And  feel  his  warmer  fmiles. 

Where  fhall  I  reft  this  drooping  head  ? 
I  love,  I  love  the  fun,  and  yet  I  want  the  fhadc. 

My  fmking  fpirits  feebly  ftrive 

T'  endure  the  extafy ; 
'Beneath  thefe  rays  I  cannot  live. 

And  yet  without  them  die. 
None  knows  the  pleafure  and  the  pdn 
That  all  my  inward  powers  fuftain 
Butfuchas  feel  a  Saviour's  love,  and  love  the  God  again. 

Oh,  why  ihould  beauty  heavenly  bright 

Stoop  to  charm  a  mortal's  fight. 
And  torture  with  the  fweet  excefs  of  light  ? 

Our  hearts,  alas !  how  frail  their  make  ! 

With  their  own  weight  of  joy  they  break. 
Oh,  why  is  love  fo  ftrong,  and  nature's  felf  fo  weak  ? 

Turn,  turn  away  thine  eyes, 
Afcend  the  azure  hills,  and  fhine 
Among  the  happy  tenants  of  the  fkies. 
They  can  fuilain  a  viiion  fo  divine. 

C  2  O  turn 
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O  turn  thy  lovely  glories  from  me. 
The  joys  are  too  intenfe,  the  glories  overcome  me. 

Dear  Lord,  forgive  my  raih  complaint. 
And  love  me  iHll 
Again  ft  my  froward  will ; 
Unveil  thy  beauties,  though  I  faint. 

Send  the  great  herald  from  the  fky. 

And  at  the  trumpet's  awful  roar 

This  feeble  ftate  of  things  Ihall  fly. 

And  pain  and  pleafure  mix  no  more : 

Then  fhall  I  gaze  with  ftrengthened  fight 

On  glories  infmitely  bright. 
My  heart  flriall  all  be  love,  my  Jefus  all  delight. 


Love  to  CHRIST  prefent  or  abfent, 

/^  F  all  the  joys  we  mortals  know, 
^^   Jefus,  thy  love  exceeds  the  reft; 
Love  the  beft  blefling  here  below. 
And  neareft  image  of  the  blcft. 

Sweet  are  my  thoughts,  and  foft  my  cares. 
When  the  celeftial  flame  I  hd ; 
In  all  my  hopes,  and  all  my  fears. 
There's  fomething  kind  and  pleaflng  ftill. 

While  I  am  held  in  his  embrace. 
There's  not  a  thought  attempts  to  rove ; 
Each  fmile  he  wears  upon  his  face 
Fixes,  and  charms,  and  fires  my  love. 


He 
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He  rpeaks,  and  ftrait  immortal  joys 
Run  through  my  ears,  and  reach  my  heart ; 
My  foul  all  melts  at  that  dear  voice. 
And  pleafure  fhoots  through  every  part. 

If  he  withdraw  sl  moment's  fpace. 
He  leaves  a  facred  pledge  behind ; 
Here  in  this  breafl  his  image  ftays. 
The  grief  and  comfort  of  my  mind. 

While  of  his  abfence  I  complain. 
And  long,  and  weep  as  lovers  do. 
There's  a  ftrange  pleafure  in  the  pain. 
And  tears  have  their  own  fweetnefs  too. 

When  round  his  courts  by  day  I  rove. 
Or  alk  the  watchmen  of  the  night 
For  fome  kind  tidings  of  my  love. 
His  very  name  creates  delight. 

Jcfus,  my  God;  yet  rather  come; 
Mine  eyes  v.'ould  dwell  upon  thy  face ; 
'Tis.beft  to  fee  my  Lo/d  at  home. 
And  feel  the  prefence  of  his  grace. 


The  Absence  of  CHRIST. 

/^  O  M  E,  lead  me  to  fome  lefty  fhade 
^^  Where  turtles  m.oan  their  loves  ; 
fall  (hadows  were  for  lovers  made ; 
*  And  grief  becomes  ths  groves. 

C  3  'Tis 
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'Tis  no  mean  beauty  of  the  ground 

That  has  inflav'd  mine  eyes ; 
I  faint  beneath  a  nobler  wound. 

Nor  love  below  the  fkies. 

Jefus,  the  fpring  of  all  that's  bright. 

The  Everlafting  Fair, 
Heaven's  ornament,  and  heaven's  delight. 

Is  my  eternal  care. 

But,  ah  !  how  far  above  this  grave 
Does  the  bright  charmier  dwell  ? 

Abfence,  thou  keenell  wound  to  love. 
That  Iharpeft  pain,  I  feel. 

Peniive  I  clim.b  the  facrcd  hills. 
And  near  him  vent  my  woes ; 

Yet  his  fweet  face  he  flill  conceals. 
Yet  ilill  my  pafTion  grows. 

I  murmur  to  the  hollow  vale, 

I  tell  the  rocks  my  flame. 
And  blefs  the  echo  in  her  cell 

That  befl  repeats  her  name. 

My  palTion  breathes  perpetual  fighs. 

Till  pitying  v/inds  lliall  hear. 
And  gently  bear  them  up  the  ikies. 

And  gently  wound  his  ear. 


Desiring 
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Desiring  his  Descent  to  Earth. 

T  E  S  U  S,  I  love.     Come,  dearefl  name, 
^    Come  and  pofTefs  this  heart  of  mine; 
I  love,  though  'tis  a  fainter  flame. 
And  infinitely  lefs  than  thine. 

0  !  if  my  Lord  would  leave  the  ikies, 
Dreft  in  the  rays  of  mildeft  grace. 
My  foul  fhould  hallen  to  my  eyes 
To  meet  the  pleafures  of  his  face. 

How  would  I  feail  on  all  his  charms. 
Then  round  his  lovely  feet  entwine  ! 
Worfliip  and  love,  in  all  their  forms. 
Should  honour  beauty  fo  divine. 

In  vain  the  tempter's  flattering  tongue. 
The  world  in  vain  fliall  bid  me  move. 
In  vain ;  for  I  fliould  gaze  fo  long 
Till  I  were  all  tran-^-form'd  to  love. 

Then  (mighty  God)  I'd  flng  and  b^y, 
*'  What  empty  names  are  crov/ns  and  kings  ! 
**  Amongft  them  give  thefe  worlds  away, 
"  Thefe  little  defpicable  things." 

1  would  not  afk  to  climb  the  fky 
Nor  envy  angels  their  abode, 

I  have  a  heaven  as  bright  and  high 
In  the  bleft  vifion  of  my  God. 

C  A  Ascend- 
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Ascending  to  him  in  Heave  k 

^'"  j  ^IS  pure  delight,  without  alloy, 

'■'     Jefus,  to  hear  thy  name. 
My  fpirit  leaps  with  inward  joy, 

I  feel  the  facred  flame. 

My  paffions  hold  a  pleafing  reign. 

While  love  infpires  my  breafl. 
Love,  the  divinefl:  of  the  train. 

The  fovereign  of  the  rell. 
This  is  the  grace  muft  live  and  fing. 

When  faith  and  fear  fhall  ceafe, 
Muft  found  from,  every  joyful  firing 

Through  the  fweet  gr-oves  of  blifs. 

Let  life  immortal  feize  my  clay ; 

Let  love  refine  my  blood ; 
Her  flames  can  bear  my  foul  away. 

Can  bring  me  near  m.y  God. 

Swift  I  afcend  the  heavenly  place. 

And  haften  to  my  home, 
I  lenp  to  meet  thy  kind  embrace, 

I  come,  O  Lord,  I  come. 

Sink  down,  ye  feparating  hills. 

Let  guilt  and  death  remove : 
'I'is  love  that  drives  my  chariot-whecb. 

And  death  mufl  yield  to  love. 


The 
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The  Presence  of  GOD  worth  dying  for : 
Or,  the  Death  of  Moses. 

T     ORD,  'tis  an  infinite  delight 
-*— '  To  fee  thy  holy  face. 
To  dwell  whole  ages  in  thy  fight. 
And  feel  thy  vital  rays. 

This  Gabriel  knows  ;  and  fings  thy  name 

With  rapture  on  h:s  tongue  ; 
Mofes  the  faint  enjoys  the  fame. 

And  heaven  repeats  the  fong. 

While  the  bright  nation  founds  thy  praife 

From  each  eternal  hill. 
Sweet  odours  of  exhaling  grace 

The  happy  region  fill. 

Thy  love,  a  fea  without  a  fliore. 

Spreads  life  and  joy  abroad : 
O  'tis  a  heaven  worth  dying  for 

To  fee  a  fmiling  God  ! 

Shew  me  thy  face,  and  I'll  away 

From  all  inferior  things  ; 
Speak,  Lord,  and  here  I  quit  my  day. 

And  firetch  my  airy  v.'ings. 

Su'eet  was  the  journey  to  the  {ky. 

The  wondrous  prophet  try'd ; 
"  Climb  up  the  mount,"  fays  God,  "  xrA  d'e  i" 

The  prophet  climbed  and  dy'd. 

Softly 
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Softly  his  fainting  head  he  lay 

Upon  Ills  Maker's  breail. 
His  Maker  kifs'd  his  foul  away. 

And  laid  his  ReCn.  to  reft. 

In  God's  ovvn  arms  he  left  the  breath 
That  God's  own  fpirit  gave ; 

His  v/as  the  nobleft  road  to  death. 
And  his  the  fweeteft  grave. 


Long  for  his  Return. 

/^  'T  W  AS  a  mournful  parting  day  ! 

^■^  Farewell,  my  Spoufe,  he  fpiid  ; 

(How  tedious.  Lord,  is  thy  delay  ! 

How  long  my  Love  hatli  Haid  1 ) 

Farewell  I  at  once  he  left  tiie  ground. 
And  climb'd  his  Father's  fky ; 

Lord,  I  would  tempt  thy  chaiiot  down. 
Or  leap  to  thee  on  high. 

Round  the  creation  wild  I  rove. 
And  fearch  the  globe  in  vain  ; 

There's  nothing  here  that's  worth  my  love 
Till  thou  return  again. 

My  pafTions  fly  to  feek  their  King, 
And  fend  their  groans  abroad. 

They  beat  the  air  with  heavy  wing. 
And  mourn  an  abfent  God  : 


With. 
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With  inward  pain  my  heart-firings  found. 

My  foul  diiToIves  away : 
Pear  Sovereign,  whirl  the  feafons  round. 

And  bring  the  promis'd  day. 

HOPE    IN    DARKNESS. 

'XT'ET,  gracious  God, 

■*■        Yet  will  I  feek  thy  fmiling  face  ; 
What  though  a  fhort  eclipfe  his  beauties  fhrowd 

And  bar  the  influence  of  his  rays, 
'Tis  but  a  morning  vapour,  or  a  fummer  cloud  : 
He  is  my  fun  though  he  refufe  to  Ihine, 

Though  for  a  moment  he  depart 

I  d'.vell  for  ever  on  his  hearty 
For  ever  he  on  m.ine. 

Early  before  the  light  arife 

ril  fpring  a  thought  away  to  God  ; 

The  paflion  o£  m^y  heart  and  eyes 

Shall  Ihout  a  thoufand  groans  and  fighs, 

A  thoufand  glances  ftrike  the  Cries, 
The  floor  of  his  abode. 

Dear  Sovereign,  hear  thy  fervant  pray. 

Bend  the  blue  heavens.  Eternal  King, 

Downward  thy  chearful  graces  bring ; 
Or  fhall  I  breathe  in  vain  and  pant  my  hours  away  J 
Break,  glorious  Brightnefs,  through  the  gloomy  veil^ 

Look  how  the  armies  of  defpair 

Aloft  their  footy  banners  rear 

Round  my  poor  captive  foul,  and  dare 

Pronounce  me  prifoner  of  heU, 

But 
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But  Thou,  my  Sun,  and  Thou  my  Shield, 
Wilt  fave  me  in  the  bloody  field ; 
Break,  glorious  Brightnefs,  flioot  one  glimmering  ray. 
One  glance  of  thine  creates  a  day. 
And  drives  the  troops  of  hell  away. 

Happy  the  times,  but  ah  !  the  times  are  gone 

When  wondrous  power  and  radiant  grace 
Round  the  tall  arches  of  the  temple  Ihone, 
And  mingled  their  vidorious  rays  : 

Sin,  with  all  its  ghallly  train. 
Fled  to  the  deeps  of  death  agam. 
And  fmiiing  triumph  fat  on  every  face : 
Our  fpirits  raptur'd  with  the  fight 
Where  all  de\'Otion,  all  delight. 
And  loud  Hofannas  founded  the  Redeemer's  praife. 
Here  could  I  fay, 
(And  point  the  place  whereon  I  flood) 
Here  I  enjoy'd  a  vifit  half  the  day 
From  my  defcending  God  : 
1  was  regal'd  with  heavenly  fare. 
With  fruit  and  manna  fiom  above ; 
Divinely  fweet  the  bleffings  were 
While  mine  Emanuel  was  tliere  : 
And  o'er  the  head 
The  conqueror  fpread 
The  banner  of  liis  love. 

Then  why  my  heart  funk  down  fo  low  ? 
Why  do  my  eyes  diifolve  and  flow. 

Mi 
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And  hopelefs  nature  mourn  ? 
Review,  my  foul,  ihofe  pleafing  days. 
Read  his  unalterable  grace 
Through  the  dil'pleafure  of  his  face. 

And  wait  a  kind  return. 
A  Father's  love  may  raife  a  frown 
To  chide  the  child,  or  prove  the  Son, 

But  love  will  ne'er  defiroy  ; 
The  hour  of  darknefs  is  but  fhort. 
Faith  be  thy  life,  and  patience  thy  fupport. 

The  morning  brings  the  joy. 

Come,     LORD     JESUS. 

\\7 HEN  ihaU  thy  lovely  face  be  ken  ? 

^  ^     When  ihall  our  eyes  behold  our  God  ? 
What  lengths  of  diftance  lie  between. 
And  hills  of  guilt  ?  a  heavy  load ! 

Our  months  are  ages  of  delay. 
And  (lowly  every  minute  vv'ears  : 
fly,  winged  time,  and  roll  away 
Thefe  tedious  rounds  of  lluggifli  years. 

Ye  heavenly  gates,  loofe  all  your  chains. 
Let  the  eternal  pillars  bow  ; 
Blefl  Saviour,  cleave  the  Harry  plains. 
And  make  the  cry!l:al  mountains  flow. 

Hark,  how  thy  faints  unite  theL"  cries. 
And  pray  and  wait  the  general  doom ; 
Come,  Thou,  The  Soul  of  all  cur  Joys, 
Thou,  The  Defire  of  2\aticns,  come. 
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Put 
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Put  thy  bright  robes  of  triumph  on. 
And  blefs  our  eyes,  and  blefs  our  ears. 
Thou  abfent  Love,  thou  dear  Unknown, 
Thou  Faireft  often  thoufand  Fairs. 

Our  heart-ftrings  groan  with  deep  complaint* 
Our  fleih  I'es  panting.  Lord,  for  thee. 
And  every  limb,  and  every  joint. 
Stretches  for  immortality. 

Our  fpirits  fhake  their  eager  wings. 
And  burn  to  meet  thy  flying  throne  ; 
We  rife  away  from  mortal  things 
T'  attend  thy  fhining  chariot  down. 

Now  let  our  chearful  eyes  furvey 
The  blazing  earth  and  melting  hills. 
And  fmile  to  fee  the  lightnings  play. 
And  flafh  along  before  thy  wheels. 

O  for  a  fnout  of  violent  joys 
To  join  the  trumpet's  thundering  found  ! 
The  angel  herald  fhakes  the  ikies. 
Awakes  the  graves,  and  tears  the  ground^ 

Ye  flumbsring  faints,  a  heavenly  hoft 
Stands  waiting  at  your  gaping  tombs ; 
Let  every  facred  fleeping  dull 
Leap  into  life,  for  Jefus  comes. 

Jefus,  the  God  of  might  and  love. 
New-moulds  our  limbs  of  cumberous  clay 
Quick  as  feraphic-fiames  we  move, 
Adlive  and  young,  and  fair  as  they. 


Oar 
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Our  airy  feet  with  unknown  flight 
Swift  as  the  motions  of  delire. 
Run  up  the  hills  of  heavenly  light. 
And  leave  the  weltering  world  in  fire. 


Bewailing  my  ow^n  Inconstancy. 

T  L  O  V  E  the  Lord  ;  but  ah  !  how  far 
-^  My  thoughts  from  the  dear  objedl  are  ! 
This  wanton  heart  how  wide  it  roves  ! 
And  fancy  meets  a  thoufand  loves. 

If  my  foul  bum  to  fee  my  God, 
I  tread  the  courts  of  his  abode. 
But  troops  of  rivals  throng  the  place. 
And  tempt  me  oiF  before  his  face. 

Would  I  enjoy  my  Lord  aloae, 

I  bid  my  paffions  all  be  gone. 

All  but  my  love  ;  and  charge  my  \\ill 

To  bar  the  door  and  guard  it  itill. 

But  cares,  or  trifles,  make,  or  find, 
Siill  ne.v  avenues  to  the  mind. 
Till  I  with  grief  and  wonder  fee. 
Huge  crowds  betwLxt  the  Lord  and  me. 

Oft  I  am  told  tiic  Mufe  will  prove 
A  friend  to  piety  and  love  ; 
Strait  I  begin  feme  facred  fong. 
And  take  my  Saviour  en  my  tongue. 


Strangely 
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Strangely  I  lofe  his  lovely  face. 
To  hold  the  empty  founds  in  chace  ; 
At  bell  the  chimes  divide  my  heart. 
And  the  Mufe  ihares  the  larger  part. 

Falfe  confident !  and  falfer  breaft  ! 
Fickle,  and  fond  of  ev^ery  gueft : 
Each  airy  image  as  it  flies 
Here  finds  admittance  through  my  eyes. 

This  foolilh  heart  can  leave  her  God, 
And  {hadows  tempt  her  thoughts  abroad  : 
Hoiv  Ihall  I  fix  this  wandering  mind  ? 
Or  throw  my  fetters  on  the  wind  ? 

Look  gently  down  Almighty  Grace, 
Prifon  me  round  in  thine  embrace  ; 
Pity  the  foul  that  would  be  thine. 
And  let  thy  power  my  love  confine. 

Say  when  Ihall  the  bright  moment  be 
That  I  iliall  live  alone  for  Thee, 
My  heart  no  foreign  Lords  adore. 
And  the  wild  Mufe  prove  falfe  no  more  r 


For. 
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Forsaken,    yet  Hoping, 

HAPPY  the  hours,  the  golden  days. 
When  I  could  call  my  Jefus  mine. 
And  fit  and  view  his  fmiling  face. 
And  melt  in  pleafures  all-divine. 

Near  to  my  heart,  v.ithin  my  arms 
He  lay,  till  fm  defil'd  my  breaft. 
Till  broken  vows,  and  earthly  charms, 
Tir'd  and  provok'd  my  heavenly  guelL 

And  now  He's  gone,  (O  mighty  woe  !) 
Gone  from  my  foul,  and  hides  his  love  ! 
Curfe  on  you,  fins,  that  griev'd  Him  fo. 
Ye  fins,  that  forc'd  him  to  remove. 

Break,  break,  my  heart ;  complain,  my  tongue : 
Hither,  my  friends,  your  forrows  bring : 
Angels,  afTift  my  doleful  fong. 
If  you  have  e'er  a  mourning  ftring. 

But,  ah  !  your  joys  are  ever  high. 

Ever  his  lovely  face  ycu  fee ; 

While  my  poor  fpirks  pant  and  die. 

And  groan,  for  Thee,  my  God,  for  Thee. 

Yet  let  my  hope  look  through  my  tears. 
And  fpy  afar  his  rolling  throne  ; 
His  chariot  through  the  cleaving  fpheres 
Shall  bring  the  bright  Beloved  down. 
Vol.  LVI.  D  Swlt\ 
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Swift  as  a  rce  flies  o'er  the  hills. 
My  foul  fprings  out  to  meet  him  high. 
Then  the  fair  Conqueror  turns  his  wheels. 
And  climbs  the  manfions  of  the  /ky. 

There  fmiling  joy  for  ever  reigns. 
No  more  the  turtle  leaves  the  dove ; 
Farewell  to  jealoufies,  and  pains. 
And  all  the  ills  of  abfent  love. 

The     conclusion, 

God  exalted  above  all  Praife. 

ETERNAL  Power  !  whofe  high  abode 
Becomes  the  grandeur  of  a  God; 
Infinite  length  beyond  the  bounds 
Where  liars  revolve  their  little  rounds. 

The  loweft  ftep  above  thy  feat 

Rifes  too  high  for  Gabriel's  feet, 

In  vain  the  tall  Arch-angel  tiies 

To  reach  thine  height  with  wondering  eyes- 

Thy  dazzling  beauties  whilft  he  fings. 
He  hides  his  face  behind  his  wings ; 
And  ranks  of  Ihining  thrones  around 
Fallworfhlping,  and  fpread  the  ground. 

Lord,  what  fliall  earth  and  afhes  do  1 
We  would  adore  our  Maker  too ; 
From  fin  and  dull:  to  thee  we  cry. 
The  Great,  the  Holy,  and  the  High  ! 


Earth 
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Earth  from  afar  has  heard  the  fame. 
And  worms  have  learnt  to  liip  thy  name ; 
But  O,  the  glories  of  thy  mind 
Leave  all  our  foaring  thoughts  behind. 

God  is  in  heaven,  and  men  below  ; 
Be  fliort,  our  tunes ;  our  wordb  be  few ; 
A  facred  reverence  checks  our  fongs. 
And  praife  fits  filent  on  our  tonguss. 

*«  TVo'i  filet  Laus,  O  Dens,"  Pial.  Ixv.  T. 


End  of  the  Flnl  Book, 


r> ,  H  O  R  M 


c  35  ] 


HORiE       LYRIC    iE, 


BOOK        II. 

Sacred    to 
VIRTUE,  HONOUR,  and  FRIENDSHIP. 


To    Her    MAJESTY. 

OU  E  E  N  of  the  Northern  world,  whofe  gentle  fway 
Commands  our  love,  and  charms  our  hearts  t'obey. 
Forgive  the  nation's  groan  when  William  dy'd : 
Lo,  at  thy  feet  in  all  the  royal  pride 
Of  blooming  joy,  three  happy  realms  appear. 
And  William's  urn  almof!:  without  a  tear 
Stands ;  nor  complains ;  while  from  thy  gracious  tongue 
Peace  flows  in  filver  ftreams  amidft  the  throng. 
Amazing  balm,  that  on  thofe  lips  was  found 
To  foothe  the  torment  of  that  mortal  wound. 
And  calm  the  wild  affright !  The  terror  dies. 
The  bleeding  wound  cements,  the  danger  flies. 
And  Albion  fliouts  thine  honours  as  her  joys  arife. 

The 


.} 
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The  German  eagle  feels  her  guardian  dead. 
Not  her  own  thunder  can  fecure  her  head; 
Her  trembling  eagles  haften  from  afar. 
And  Belgia's  lion  dreads  the  Gallick  war : 
All  hide  behind  thy  fhield.     Remoter  lands 
Whofe  lives  lay  trufted  in  NafTovian  hands 
Transfer  their  fouls,  and  live  ;  fecure  they  play 
In  thy  mild  rays,  and  love  the  growing  day. 

Thy  beamy  wing  at  once  defends  and  warms 
Fainting  religion,  vvhilft  in  various  forms 
Fair  piety  Ihines  through  the  Britifh  ifles : 
Here  at  thy  fide,  and  in  thy  kindeft  fmiles  * 
Blazing  in  ornamental  gold  fhe  Hands, 
To  blefs  thy  councils,  and  afiift  thy  hands. 
And  crowds  Vv'ait  round  her  to  receive  commands. 
There  at  a  humble  diflance  from  the  throne  f 
Beauteous  ihe  lies ;  her  luflre  all  her  own, 
Ungamifh'd ;  yet  not  blufhing,  nor  afraid. 
Nor  knows  fufpicion,  nor  efFeils  the  (hade  : 
Chearful  and  pleas'd  Ihe  not  prefumes  to  fhare 
In  thy  parental  gifts,  but  owns  thy  guardian  care. 
For  thee,  dear  fovereign,  endlefs  vows  arife. 
And  zeal  with  earthly  wing  falutes  the  ikies 
To  gain  thy  fafety :  Here  a  folemn  form  * 
Of  ancient  words  keeps  the  devotion  warm. 
And  guides,  but  bounds  our  wifhes :  There  the  mind  f 
Feels  its  own  fire,  and  kindles  unconfin'd 

*  The  eftablifhed  church  of  England. 
f  The  PiOteftant  DiOenters. 

D  3  With 
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With  bolder  hopes :  Yet  i-ill  beyond  our  vow?. 
Thy  lovely  glories  rife,  thy  ipreading  terror  grows. 

PrinC'jls,  the  world  already  owns  thy  i\ame : 
Go,  mount  the  chariot  of  immortal  fame, 
]Sor  die  to  be  r.:nowii'd  :  Fame's  loudeft  breath 
Too  dear  is  purchas'd  by  an  angel's  death, 
I'he  vengeance  of  thy  rod,  with  general  joy. 
Shall  fcourge  rebellion  and  the  rival-boy  f  : 
Thy  founding  arms  his  GaHick  patron  hears. 
And  fpeeds  his  flight;  nor  ovencikes  his  fears, 
'1  ill  hard  defpair  w  ring  from  the  tyrant's  foul 
The  iron  tears  out.     Let  thy  frown  control 
Our  angry  jars  at  home,  till  wrath  fubniit 
Her  impious  banners  to  thy  facred  feet ; 
Mad  zeal,  and  frenzy,  with  their  murderous  train. 
Feel  thefe  fweet  realms  in  thine  aufpicious  reign. 
Envy  expire  in  rage,  and  treafon  bite  the  chain. 

Let  no  black  fcenes  affright  fair  Albion's  flage : 
Thy  thread  of  life  prolong  our  golden  age. 
Long  blefs  the  earth,  and  late  afcend  thy  throne 
Ethereal ;   (not  thy  deeds  are  there  unknown. 
Nor  there  unfang  ;  for  by  thine  awful  hands 
Heaven  rules  the  waves,  and  thunders  o'er  the  land 
Creates  inferior  klngsj, and  gives'em  theircommands.) 
Legions  attend  thee  at  the  radiant  gates ; 
For  thee  thy  iifter-feraph,  blefl  Maria,  waits. 

f  The  Pretender. 

J  She  made  Charles   the  Emperor's  fecond  fon  King  of  Spain, 
v^o  was  afterwards  Emperor  of  Germany. 

But 


\ 
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Bat  oh  !  the  parting  ftroke  !  fome  heavenly  power 
Chear  thy  fad  Britons  in  the  gloomy  hour ; 
Some  new  propitious  ftar  appear  on  high 
The  faireft  glory  of  the  Wellern  Iky, 
And  Anna  be  its  name  ;  with  gentle  fway 
To  check  the  planets  of  malignant  ray. 
Sooth  the  rude  north  wind,  and  the  rugged  Bear, 
Calm  rifing  wars,  heal  the  contagious  air, 
Andreign  with  peaceful  influence  to  thefouthernfphere. 


i 


N'Ae,  This  poem  was  written  in  the  year  1705,  in  that  honour- 
able part  of  the  reign  of  our  hte  Q^^en,  w  hen  llie  had  broke  the 
French  power  at  Blenheim,  aflerted  the  right  of  Charles  the  prefent 
Emperor  to  the  crown  of  Spain,  exerted  her  zeal  for  the  Proteftant 
Succeflion,  and  promifed  inviolably  to  mainta'n  the  toleration  to 
the  Proteftant  DifTenters.  Thus  flie  appeared  the  chief  fupport  of 
the  Reformation,  and  the  patrorefs  of  the  liberties  of  Europe. 

The  latter  part  of  her  reign  was  of  a  different  colour,  and  was 
by  no  means  attended  w!th  the  accomplilTiment  of  thofe  glorious 
hopes  which  we  had  conceived.  Now  the  Mufe  cannot  fatisfy  her- 
felf  to  pubiifli  this  new  edition  without  acknowledging  the  rniftake 
of  her  former  prefages  5  and  while  /he  does  the  world  this  juftice, 
fhe  does  herfelf  the  honour  of  a  voluntary  retraflation. 

Auguft  I.  1721.  I.  W. 


P    A    L    I    N    O    D    I    A. 

T)  R  I  T  O  N  S,  forgive  the  forward  Mufe 
-■-'    That  dar'd  prophetic  feals  to  Icofe, 
(Unfkili'd  in  fate's'Eternal  Book) 
And  the  deep  characters  millook. 

D  4  George 


I 
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George  is  the  n  ime,  that  glorious  ftar  ; 
Ye  favv  his  fplendors  beaming  far ; 
Saw  in  the  Eail  your  joys  arife. 
When  Anna  funk  in  wellern  ikies. 
Streaking  the  heavens  with  crimfon  gloom. 
Emblems  of  tvranny  arid  Rome, 
Portending  blood  and  night  to  come. 
'Tvvas  George  diirus'd  a  vital  ray. 
And  gave  the  dying  nations  day  : 
His  influence  fooths  the  Ruffian  Be:ir, 
Calms  rifmg  wars,  and  heals  the  air ; 
Join'd  wi:h  the  fun  his  beams  are  hurl'd 
To  fcatter  bleflings  round  the  world. 
Fulfil  v.'hate'er  the  Mufe  has  fpoke. 
And  crown  the  work  that  Anne  forfook. 

Auguil  I.  172 1. 


To  John  Locke,  Efq.  retired  from  Bufmefs. 

A  N  G  E  L  S  are  made  of  heavenly  things, 
•*^^  And  light  and  love  our  fouls  compofe. 
Their  blifs  within  their  bofom  fprings. 
Within  their  bofom  flows. 

But  narrow  minds  filll  make  pretence 
To  fearch  the  coafts  of  flelh  and  fenfe. 
And  fetch  diviner  pleafures  thence. 

Men 
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Men  are  akin  to  ethereal  forms. 
But  they  belye  their  nobler  birth, 
Debafe  their  honour  down  to  earth. 

And  claim  a  iliare  with  worms. 

He  that  has  treafures  of  his  own 
May  leave  the  cottage  or  the  throne. 
May  quit  the  globe,  and  dwell  alone 

Within  his  fpacious  mind. 
Locke  hath  a  foul  wide  as  the  fea. 
Calm  as  the  night,  bright  as  the  day. 
There  may  his  vail  ideas  play. 

Nor  feel  a  thought  conlin'd. 


To     JOHN     S  H  U  T  E,     Esc^ 
( Afterwards  Lord  B  a  r  r i  n  g  t o n  . ) 

On  Mr.  Locke's  dangerous  Sicknefs,  fome  time  after 
he  had  retired  to  fludy  the  Scriptures. 

June,  1704. 

AND  muft  the  man  of  wonderous  mind 
•*-^     (Now  his  rich  thoughts  are  juft  refin'd) 

Forfake  our  longing  eyes  ? 
Jleafon  at  length  fubmits  to  wear 
The  wings  of  Faith  ;  and  lo,  they  rear 
'lier  chariot  high,  and  nobly  bear 
Jler  prophet  to  the  r>cies. 

Go, 
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Go,  friend,  and  wait  the  prophet's  flight. 
Watch  if  his  mantle  chance  to  light. 

And  feize  it  for  thy  own  ; 
Shute  is  the  darling  of  his  years. 
Young  Shnte  his  better  likenefs  bears  ; 
All  but  his  wrinkles  and  his  hairs 

Are  copy'd  in  his  foil. 

Thus  when  our  follies,  or  our  faults. 
Call  for  the  pity  of  thy  thoughts. 

Thy  pen  ihall  make  us  wife  : 
The  fallies  of  whcfe  youthful  wit 
Could  pierce  the  Bridlh  fogs  with  light. 
Place  our  true  *  Intereft  in  our  figlit. 

And  open  half  our  eyes. 

To    Mr.    WILLIAM    N  O  K  E  S. 

FRIENDSHIP. 

1702, 

'C'  R I E  N  D  S  li  I  P,  thou  charmer  of  the  mind, 
-V     Thou  fvveet  deluding  ill. 
The  brighted  minute  riiortals  hnd, 
And  Iharpeil  hour  we  feel. 

Fate  has  divided  all  onr  fr.ares 

Of  pleafare  and  of  pain  ; 
|n  love  the  comforts  and  the  cares 

Are  mix'd  and  joln'd  again. 

*  The  LiLeiell  of  England,  written  by  Mr.  Shute. 

But 
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But  whilrt  in  floods  our  foriow  rolls. 

And  drops  of  joy  are  faw. 
This  dear  delight  of  mingling  fouls 

Serves  but  to  fvvell  our  woe. 

Oh  !  why  fhould  blifs  depart  in  hade. 

And  friendfliip  flay  to  moan  ? 
Vv'hy  the  fond  paflion  cling  fo  faft. 

When  every  joy  is  gone  ? 

Yet  never  let  cur  hearts  dinde. 

Nor  death  diflblve  the  chain  : 
For  love  and  joy  were  once  ally'd^, 

And  muft  be  join'd  again. 


To   Nathan  A  EL    Gould,  Efq.    aftenvard; 
Sir   Nathanael    Gould. 


17C4, 


^'"T^IS  not  by  fplendor,  or  by  flate, 
-■■     Exalted  mein,  or  lofty  gait. 

My  Mufe  takes  meafares  of  a  king  : 
If  wealth,  or  height,  or  bulk  will  do. 
She  calls  each  mountain  of  Peru 

A  more  majeftic  thing. 
Frown  on  me,  friend,  if  e'er  I  boafi: 
O'er  fellow-minds  enflav'd  in  clay. 
Or  fwell  v.hen  I  fliall  have  engrofl: 
A  larger  heap  of  fliining  dufl, 

Aixd  wear  a  bigger  load  of  earth  than  they. 


Let 
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Let  the  vain  world  falute  me  loud. 
My  thoughts  look  inward,  and  forget 
The  founding  names  of  High  and  Great, 
The  flatteries  of  the  crowd. 

When  Gould  commands  his  fhips  to  run 
And  fearch  the  traffic  of  the  fea. 
His  fleet  o'ertakes  the  falling  day. 
And  bears  the  wellern  mines  away. 
Or  richer  fpices  from  the  rifmg  fun : 
While  the  glad  tenants  of  the  fliore 
Shout,  and  pronounce  him  fenator  *, 

Yet  Hill  the  man's  the  fame : 
For  well  the  happy  merchant  knows 
The  foul  with  treafure  never  grows. 

Nor  fwelis  with  airy  fame. 

But  trull  me,  Gould,  'tis  lawful  pride 
To  rife  above  the  mean  control 
Of  flefli  and  fenfe,  to  which  we're  ty'd  ; 
This  is  ambition  that  becomes  a  foul. 

We  fleer  our  courfe  up  through  the  fkies  ; 
Farewell  this  barren  land  : 
Vv''e  ken  the  heavenly  fliore  with  longing  eyes. 
There  the  dear  wealth  of  fpirit  lies. 
And  beckoning  angels  fland. 

*  Member  of  parliameat  for  a  port  Jn  SulTex. 


To 
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To   Dr.    THOMAS     GIBSON. 
The  Life  of  Souls. 

1704. 

O WI FT  as  the  fun  revolves  the  day 
*^   We  haften  to  the  dead. 
Slaves  to  the  wind  we  puff  away. 

And  to  the  ground  we  tread. 
'Tis  air  that  lends  us  life,  when  Ri-^ 

The  vital  bellows  heave  : 
Our  flefh  we  borrow  of  the  dufl ; 
And  when  a  mother's  care  has  nurfl 

The  babe  to  manly  fize,  we  muH 

With  ufury  pay  the  grave. 

Rich  juleps  drawn  from  precious  ore 

Still  tend  the  dying  flame  : 
And  plants,  and  roots,  of  barbarous  nam.e. 

Torn  from  the  Indian  fhore. 
Thus  we  fupport  our  tottering  flelh. 

Our  cheeks  refume  the  rofe  afrefti. 
When  bark  and  ileel  play  well  their  game 

To  fa\c  our  linking  breath. 
And  Gibfon,  with  his  awful  power, 
Refcues  the  poor  precarious  hour 
From  the  demands  of  death. 

But 
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But  art  and  nature,  powers  and  charms. 
And  drugs,  and  recipes,  and  forms. 
Yield  us,  at  laft,  to  greedy  worms 

A  defpicable  prey ; 
I'd  have  a  life  to  call  my  own. 
That  {hall  depend  on  heaven  alone ; 

Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  fea 
Mix  their  bafe  effences  with  mine. 
Nor  claim  dominion  (o  divine 

To  give  me  leave  to  Be. 

Sure  there's  a  mind  within,  that  reigns 
O'er  the  dull  current  of  my  veins ; 
I  feel  the  inward  pulfe  beat  high 
With  vigorous  immortality. 
Let  earth  refume  the  flcili  it  gave. 
And  breath  difToIve  amongft  the  winds ; 
Gibfon,  the  things  that  fear  a  grave. 
That  I  can  lofe,  or  you  can  fave. 
Are  not  akin  to  minds. 

We  claim  acquaintance  v/ith  the  fkies> 
Upward  our  fpirits  hourly  rife. 

And  there  our  thoughts  employ  : 
When  heaven  HiaU  fign  our  grand  releafe. 
We  are  no  firangers  to  the  place. 

The  bufincfs,  or  the  joy. 


FALSE 
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FALSE     GREATNESS* 

\/[  Y  L  O,  forbear  to  call  him  bleft 
•^    '*'  That  only  boalls  a  large  eftate. 
Should  all  the  treafures  of  the  Weft 
Meet,  and  confpire  to  make  him  great* 
I  know  thy  better  thoughts,  I  know 
Thy  reafon  can't  defcend  fo  low. 
Let  a  broad  ftream  with  golden  fands 

Through  all  his  meadows  roll. 
He's  but  a  wretch,  with  all  his  lands. 

That  wears  a  narrow  foul. 

He  fwells  amidft  his  wealthy  ftore. 
And  proudly  poizing  what  he  weighs^ 
In  his  own  fcale  he  fondly  lays 

Huge  heaps  of  fliining  ore. 
He  fpreads  the  balance  wide  to  hold 

His  manors  and  his  farms. 
And  cheats  the  beam  with  loads  of  gold 

He  hags  between  his  arras. 
So  might  the  plough-boy  climb  a  tree. 

When  Crcefus  mounts  his  throne. 
And  both  ftand  up,  and  fmile  to  fee 

How  long  their  ir-adow's  grown. 
Alas !  how  vain  their  fancies  be 

To  tiiink  that  fnape  their  own ! 

Thus 
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Thus  mingled  flill  with  wealth  and  Hate, 
Croefus  himfelf  can  never  know  ; 
His  true  dimenfions  and  his  weight 
Are  far  inferior  to  their  fhow* 
Were  I  fo  tall  to  reach  the  pole. 
Or  grafp  the  ocean  with  my  fpan> 
I  muft  be  meafur'd  by  my  foul : 
The  mind's  the  Handurd  of  the  man. 


To      S     A    R    I     S     S     A. 

An    epistle. 

TJ  EAR  up,  Sariffa,  through  the  ruffling  ftorms 

■*-'  Of  a  vain  vexing  world :  Tread  down  the  cares 

Thofe  ragged  thorns  that  lie  acrofs  the  road. 

Nor  fpend  a  tear  upon  them.     Truft  the  Mufe, 

She  fmgs  experienc'd  truth  :  This  briny  dew. 

This  rain  of  eyes  will  make  the  briars  grow. 

We  travel  through  a  defert,  and  our  feet 

Have  meafur'd  a  fair  fpace,  have  left  behind 

A  thoufand  dangers,  and  a  thoufand  fnares 

Well  fcap'd.     Adieu,  ye  horrors  of  the  dark. 

Ye  finifh'd  labours,  and  ye  tedious  toils 

Of  days  and  hours  :  The  twinge  of  real  fmart. 

And  the  falfe  terrors  of  ill-boding  dreams 

Vanifh  together,  be  alike  forgot. 

For  ever  blended  in  one  common  grave. 

Fare- 
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r^rewell,  ye  waxing  and  ye  waning  moons. 
That  we  have  watcli'd  behind  the  flying  clouds 
On  night's  dark  hili,  or  fetting  or  aicendin^, 
Or  in  meridian  height :  Then  filence  reign'd 
O'er  half  the  world  ;  then  ye  beheld  our  tears. 
Ye  '.vltriefo'd  our  complaints,  our  kindred  groans, 
(Sad  harmony  I)  while  with  your  beamy  horns 
Or  richer  orb  ye  filver'd  o'er  the  green 
Where  trod  our  feet,  and  lent  a  feeble  light 
To  mourners.     Now  ye  have  fulfiU'd  your  round, 
Thofe  hours  are  fied,  farev/ell.     Months  that  are  gone 
Are  gone  for  ever>  and  have  borne  away 
Each  his  own  load.     Our  woes  and  forro\\s  part, 
Mountainous  woes,  ftiil  leffen  as  tliey  fly 
Far  ofi^.     So  billows  in  a  flormy  fea. 
Wave  after  wave  (a  long  fucceflion)  roll 
Beyond  the  ken  of  fight :  The  failors  fafe 
Look  far  a-  ftern  till  they  have  loll  the  ftorm> 
And  fhout  their  boiflerous  joys.     A  gender  Mule 
Sings  thy  dear  fafety,  and  commands  thy  cares 
To  dark  oblivion ;  bury'd  deep  in  night 
Lofe  them,  SariiTai  and  affiil  my  fong. 

Awake  thy  voi  :e,  fmg  how  the  fleader  line 
Of  fate's  immortal  Now  divides  the  paft 
From  all  the  future,  with  eternal  bars 
Forbidding  a  return.     The  part  temptation? 
No  more  fhall  vex  us ;  every  grief  we  feel 
Shortens  the  deltin'd  number ;  every  pulfe 
Beats  a  iharp  moment  of  the  pain  away, 

E  And 
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And  the  laft  ftroke  will  come.     By  fwift  degrees 
Time  fweeps  us  ofF,  and  we  fhall  foon  arrive 
At  life's  fweet  period  :  O  celellial  point 
That  ends  this  mortal  Itory  ! 

But  if  a  glimpfe  of  light  with  flattering  ray 
Breaks  through  the  clouds  of  life,  or  wandering  fire 
Amidfl:  the  fhades  invite  your  doubtful  feet. 
Beware  the  dancing  meteor ;  faithlefs  guide. 
That  leads  the  lonefome  pilgrim  wide  aftray 
To  bogs,  and  fens,  and  pits,  and  certain  death  ! 
Should  vicious  pleafure  take  an  angel-form 
And  at  a  diftance  rife,  by  flow  degrees. 
Treacherous,  to  wind  herfelf  into  your  heart. 
Stand  firm  aloof ;  nor  let  the  gaudy  phantom 
Too  long  allure  your  gaze :  The  jufl:  delight 
That  heaven  indulges  lawful  muH  obey 
Superior  powers ;  nor  tempt  your  thoughts  too  far 
In  flavery  to  ferfe,  nor  fwell  your  hope 
To  dangerous  flze  :  If  it  approach  your  feet 
And  court  your  hand,  forbid  th'  intruding  joy 
To  fit  too  near  your  heart :  Still  may  our  fouls 
Claim  kindred  with  the  ikies,  nor  mix  with  dull 
Our  better-born  afFedions ;  leave  the  glebe 
A  neft  for  worms,  and  hallen  to  our  home. 

O  there  are  gardens  of  th'  immortal  kind 
That  crown  the  heavenly  Eden's  riflng  hills 
With  beauty  and  with  fwecrs ;  no  lurking  mifchief 
Dwells  in  the  fruit,  nor  fcrpent  twines  the  boughs ; 

T 
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The  branches  bend  laden  with  life  and  blifs 

Ripe  for  the  talle,  but  'tis  a  ileep  aicent : 

Hold  faft  the  *  golden  chain  let  down  from  heaven, 

'Twill  help  your  feet  and  wings ;  I  feel  its  force 

Draw  upwards ;  faften'd  to  the  pearly  gate 

It  guides  the  way  unerring  :  Happy  clue 

Through  this  dark  wild  !   'Twas  wifdom's  noble ir  work. 

All  join'd  by  power  divine,  and  every  link  is  love. 


To    Mr.    T.    E  RAD  EUR  Y. 
PARADISE. 


17GS. 


Y, 


0  U  N  G  as  I  am  I  quit  the  ilage. 
Nor  will  I  know  th'  applaufes  of  the  age  ; 
Farewell  to  growing  fame.     I  leave  below 

A  life  not  half  worn  out  with  cares. 
Or  agonies,  or  years ; 

1  leave  my  country  all  in  tears. 

But  heaven  demands  me  upward,  and  I  dare  to  go, 
Amongrt  ye,  friends,  divide  and  fhare 

The  remnant  of  my  days. 
If  ye  have  patience,  and  can  bear  , 

A  long  fatigue  of  life,  and  drudge  through  all  the  race, 

'^  The  Gofpfl. 

E  2  Hark, 
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Hark,  my  fair  guardian  chides  my  Hay. 

And  waves  his  golden  rod  : 
**  Angel,  I  come  ;  lead  on  the  way  :" 

And  now  by  fwift  degrees 
I  fail  aloft  through  azure  feas. 
Now  tread  the  milky  road  : 
Farewell,  ye  planets,  in  your  fpheres ; 
And  as  the  ftars  are  loft,  a  brighter  fky  appears. 

In  hafte  for  paradife 
I  flretch  the  pinions  of  a  bolder  thought ; 
Scarce  had  I  will'd,  but  I  was  part 
Defer ts  of  tracklefs  light  and  all  the  ethereal  wafle. 

And  to  the  facred  borders  brought ; 
There  on  the  wing  a  guard  of  cherubs  lies. 

Each  waves  a  keen  flame  as  he  flies. 
And  well  defends  the  walls  from  fieges  and  furprife. 

With  pleaflng  reverence  I  behold 
The  pearly  portals  wide  unfold  : 
Enter,  my  foul,  and  view  th'  amazing  fcenes ; 
Sit  faft  upon  the  flying  Mufe, 
And  let  thy  roving  wonder  loofe 
O'er  all  th'  empyreal  plains. 
Noon  ftands  eternal  here  :  here  may  thy  fight 
Drink -in  the  rays  of  primogenial  light ; 
Here  breathe  immortal  air  : 
Joy  mull  beat  high  in  every  vein, 
Pleafure  through  all  thy  bofom  reign  ; 
The  laws  forbid  the  ftranger,  pain. 
And  banifli  every  care. 


See 
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See  how  the  bubbling  fprings  of  love 
Beneath  the  throne  arlie ; 

The  ftreams  in  cryftal  channels  move. 

Around  the  golden  Itreets  they  rove. 
And  blefs  the  manfions  of  the  upper  fkies. 

There  a  fair  grove  of  knowledge  grows. 

Nor  iin  nor  death  infefls  the  fruit ; 

Young  life  hangs  frelh  on  all  the  boughs. 
And  fprings  from  every  root ; 

Here  may  thy  greedy  fenfes  feaft 
While  extafy  and  health  attends  on  every  tafle. 

With  the  fair  profpeft  charm'd  I  flood ; 
Fearlcfs  I  feed  on  the  delicious  fare. 
And  drink  profufe  falvation  from  the  filver  flood,, 
Nor  can  excefs  be  there. 

In  facred  order  rang'd  along 

Saints  new-releas'd  by  death 
Join  the  bold  feraph's  warbling  breath. 

And  aid  th'  immortal  fong. 
Each  has  a  voice  that  tunes  his  firings. 
To  mighty  founds,  and  mighty  things. 

Things  of  everlafting  weight, 
Sounds,  like  the  fofter  viol,  fweet. 

And,  like  the  trumpet,  llrong. 
Divine  attention  held  my  foul, 
I  was  ail  ear  ! 
Through  all  my  powers  the  heavenly  accents  roll, 
I  long'd  and  wifh'd  my  Bradbury  there  ; 
*'  Could  he  but  hear  thefe  notes,  I  faid, 
*'  His  tuneful  foul  would  never  bear 

E  3  '^  The 
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"  The  dull  unwinding  of  life's  tedious  thread, 

*'  But  burfi  the  vital  chords  to  reach  the  happy  dead." 

And  now  my  tongue  prepares  to  join 
The  harmony,  and  with  a  noble  aim 

Attempts  th'  unutterable  name. 
But  faiits,  confounded  by  the  notes  divine : 
Again  my  foul  th'  unequal  honour  fought. 

Again  her  utmoll:  force  fhe  brought. 
And  bow'd  beneath  the  burden  of  th'  unwieldy  thought. 

Thrice  I  efTay'd,  and  fainted  thrice  ; 
Th'  immortal  labour  ftrain'd  my  feeble  frame. 
Broke  the  bright  viiion,  and  difTolv'd  the  dream  : 

I  funk  at  once  and  loft  the  fkies  : 

In  vain  I  fought  the  fcenes  of  light 
Rolling  abroad  my  longing  eyes. 
For  all  around  them  flood  my  curtains  and  the  night. 


Strict  Religion  very  rare. 

T '  M  borne  aloft,  and  leave  the  cro-vd, 
•^-  I  fail  upon  a  morning  cloud 

Skirted  with  dawning  gold  : 
IVline  eyes  beneath  the  v.pen  day 
Command  the  globe  with  wide  furvey^j 
Where  ants  in  bufy  millions  play. 

And  tug  and  heave  the  mould. 

•*  Are  th?fe  the  things  (my  pafiion  cry'd) 
**  That  we  call  men  ?  Are  thcfe  aliy'd 

''  7'o 
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"  To  the  fair  worlds  of  light  ? 
**  They  have  ras'd  out  their  A'laker's  name, 
*'  Graven  on  their  minds  with  pointed  flame 

**  In  Jlrokes  divinely  bright. 

"  Wretches !  they  hate  their  native  fkies ; 
"  If  an  ethereal  thought  arife, 

*'  Or  fpark  of  virtue  Oiine, 
"  With  cruel  force  they  damp  its  plumes, 
*'  Choke  the  young  fire  with  fenfual  fumes, 

*'  With  bufmefs,  luft,  or  wine. 

**  Lo  !  hovv'  they  throng  v>-ith  panting  breath 

"  The  broad  defcending  road 
*'  That  leads  unerring  down  to  death, 

*'  Nor  mifs  the  dai-k  abode." 
Thus  while  I  drop  a  tear  or  two 
On  the  wild  herd,  a  noble  few 
Dare  to  ftray  upward,  and  purfae 

Th'  unbeaten  way  to  God. 

I  meet  Myrtillo  mounting  high, 
J  know  his  candid  foul  afar  ; 
Here  Dorylu;  and  Thyrfis  fly 

Each  like  a  nlfmg  ilar. 
Charin  I  faw  and  Fidea  there, 
I  faw  them  help  each  other's  flight. 

And  blefs  them  as  they  go ; 
They  foar  beyond  my  labouring  fight. 
And  leave  their  loads  of  mortal  care. 

But  not  their  love,  below. 

E  4  On 
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On  heaven,  their  home,  they  iix  their  eyes. 

The  temple  of  their  God  : 
With  mornir-g  incenfe  up  they  rife 
Sublime,  and  through  the  lower  /kies 

Spread  the  perfumes  abroad. 

Acrofs  the  road  a  feraph  flew, 

"  Mark  (faid  he)  that  happy  pair, 

*'  Marriage  he'ps  devotion  there  : 

*'  When  kindred  minds  their  God  purfue 

"  They  break  with  double  vigour  through 

''  The  dull  incumbent  air." 
Charm'd  with  the  pleafure  and  furprife. 

My  foul  adores  and  iings, 
*'  Bleft  be  the  power  ^hat  fprings  their  fligVjt, 
**  That  ftreaks  their  path  with  heavenly  light, 
^'  That  turns  their  love  to  facrince, 

**  And  joins  their  zeal  for  wino-s," 


To    Mr.    C.   and   S.    FLEET  \Y  C  O  I).. 

"C"  L  E  E  T  W  O  O  D  S,  young  generous  pair, 
-^      De{]3ife  the  joy5.  that  fools  purfue  ; 
Babbles  are  light  and  brittle  too. 
Born  of  the  water  and  the  air. 

Try'd  by  a  Hansard  bold  and  jufl 

Honour  and  gold  and  paint  and  duft  ; 
How  vile  the  lail  is,  and  as  vain  the  firft  ! 

Things  that  the  crowd  call  great  and  brave. 

With  me  iiow  low  liieir  value's  brought ! 

Titles 
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Titles  and  names,  and  life  and  breath. 
Slaves  to  the  wind  and  born  for  death  ; 
The  foul'i  the  only  thing  we  have 
Worth  an  important  thought. 

The  foul !   'tis  of  th'  immortal  kind. 

Nor  form'd  of  fire,  or  earth,  or  wind,  [behind. 

Qut-lives  the  mouldering  corpfe,  and  leaves  the  globe 

In  limbs  of  clay  though  The  appears, 
Array'd  in  rofy  fkin,  and  deck'd  with  ears  and  eyes. 

The  fiefh  u  but  the  foul's  difguife. 
There's  nothing  in  her  frame  'kin  to  the  drefs  fhe  wears-. 

From  all  the  laws  of  matter  free. 

From  all  we  feel,  and  all  we  fee. 
She  ftands  eternally  dilHnft,  and  muft  for  ever  be. 

Rife  then,  my  thoughts,  on  high, 
Soar  beyond  all  that's  made  to  die  j 
Lo  !  on  an  awful  throne 
Sits  the  Creator  and  the  Judge  of  fouls, 
Whirling  the  planets  round  the  poles, 
Winds  off  our  threads  of  life,  and  brings  our  periods  on. 
Swift  the  approach,  and  folemn  is  the  day. 
When  this  immortal  mind 
Stript  of  the  body's  coarfe  array 
To  endlefs  pain,  or  endlefs  joy. 
Mull  be  at  once  confign'd. 

Think  of  the  fands  run  down  to  vvafte., 
We  pofTefs  none  of  all  the  pafl, 

None 
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None  but  the  prefent  is  our  own  ; 
Grace  is  not  plac'd  \vithin  our  power, 
'Tis  but  one  fhort,  one  fiiinlng  hour. 
Bright  and  declining  as  a  fetting  fun. 

See  the  white  minutes  wing'd  with  hafte  ; 
The  Now  that  flies  may  be  the  laft ; 
Seize  the  raivation  e'er  'tis  paft. 
Nor  mourn  the  blefiing  gone  : 
A  thought's  delay  is  ruin  here, 
A  clofnig  eye,  a  gaiping  breath. 
Shuts  up  the  golden  fcene  in  death, 
And  drowns  you  in  defpair. 


To    WILLIAM    ELACKBOURN,    Es<^ 

Casimir.  Lib.  II.  Od.  2.  imitated, 

"  Qiis  tegit  canas  modo  Bruma  valles,"  &c. 

A  RK  how  it  fnows ! ,  how  fail  the  valley  fills  I 
And  the  fweet  groves  the  hoary  garment  wear; 
Yet  the  warm  fun-beams  bounding  from  the  hills 
Shall  melt  the  vail  away,  and  the  young  green  appear. 

But  when  old  age  has  on  your  temples  fhed 
Her  fiher-fi-oil:,  there's  no  returning  lun; 
Swift  flies  our  autumn,  fwift  our  fummer's  £ed, 
vVhsn  youth,  and  love,  and  fpring,  and  golden  joys  are 
gone. 

Theo 
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Then  cold,  and  winter,  and  year  aged  fnow. 
Stick  fall  upon  you ;  not  the  rich  array, 
Not  the  green  garland,  nor  the  rofy  bough, 
Shall  cancel  or  conceal  the  melancholy  grey. 

The  chace  of  pleafures  is  not  worth  the  pains. 
While  the  bright  fands  of  health  run  walling  down ; 
And  honour  calls  you  from  the  fof^er  fcenes. 
To  fell  the  gaudy  hour  for  ages  of  renown. 

'Tis  but  one  youth,  and  flioi-t,  that  mortals  have. 
And  one  old  age  diuclves  our  feeble  frame ; 
But  there's  a  heavenly  art  t'  elude  the  grave. 
And  wii;h  the  hero-race  inimoi  tal  kindred  claim. 

7'he  man  that  has  his  country's  facred  tears 
Bedewing  his  cold  hearfe,  has  liv'd  liis  day : 
Thus,  Blackboarn,  we  fhould  leave  cur  names  our  heirs ; 
Old  time  and  waning  moons  fweep  all  the  reft  away. 

TRUE     M  O  N  A  R  C  H  Y. 

1 70 1. 

ry^HE  rifmg  year  beheld  th'  imperious  Gaul 

-*-     Stretch  his  dorninion,  while  a  hundred  towns 
Crouch'd  to  the  viflor :  but  a  fleady  foul 
Stands  firm  on  its  own  bafe,  and  reigns  as  wide. 
As  abfolute ;  and  fways  ten  thoufand  ilaves, 
Lufts  and  wild  fancie:^  with  a  fovereign  hand. 

We  are  a  little  kingdom  ;  but  the  man 
That  chains  his  rebel  will  to  rcafon's  throne. 

Forms 
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Forms  it  a  large  one,  while  his  royal  mind 
Pvdakes  heaven  its  council,  from  the  rolls  above 
Draws  its  own  flatutes,  and  with  joy  obeys. 

'Tis  not  a  troop  of  well-appointed  guards 
Create  a  monarch,  not  a  purple  robe 
Dy*d  in  the  people's  blood,  not  all  the  crowns 
Or  dazzling  tiars  that  bend  about  the  head. 
Though  gilt  with  Tun-beams  and  fet  round  with  ftars. 
A  monarch  He  that  conquers  all  his  fears. 
And  treads  upon  them ;  when  he  Hands  alone» 
Makes  his  own  camp  ;  four  guardian  virtues  wait 
His  nightly  {lumbers,  and  fecure  his  dreams. 
Now  dawns  the  light ;  he  ranges  all  his  thoughts 
In  fquare  battalions,  bold  to  meet  th'  attacks 
Of  time  and  chance,  himleif  a  numerous  hoil. 
All  eye,  all  ear,  all  wakeful  as  the  day, 
Firm  as  a  rock,  and  movelefs  as  the  centre. 

In  vain  the  harlot,  pleafu;-e,  fpreads  her  charms. 
To  lull  his  thoughts  in  luxury's  fair  lap. 
To  fenfual  eafe  (the  bane  of  little  kings, 
Monarchs  whcfe  waxen  images  of  fouls 
Are  moulded  into  foftnefs^  ;  ftill  his  mind 
Wears  its  own  (hape,  nor  can  the  heavenly  form 
Stoop  to  be  model'd  by  the  v.^iid  decrees 
Of  the  mad  vulgar,  that  iJnthinking  herd. 

He  lives  above  the  crowd,  nor  hears  the  noife 
Of  wars  and  triumphs,  nor  regards  the  fhouts 
Of  popular  applaafe,  that  empty  found ; 

Kar 
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Nor  feels  the  flying  arrows  of  reproach. 
Or  fpite  or  envy.     In  himfelf  fecure, 
Wifdom  his  tower,  and  confdence  is  his  fhield. 
His  peace  all  inward,  and  his  joys  his  own. 

Now  my  ambition  fwells,  my  wifhes  foar. 
This  be  my  kingdom ;  fit  above  the  globe 
My  rifing  ibul,  and  drefs  thyfelf  around 
And  fnine  in  virtue's  armour,  climb  the  height 
Of  wifdom's  lofty  calHe,  there  refide 
Safe  from  the  fmiling  and  the  frowning  world. 

Yet  once  a  day  drop  down  a  gentle  look 
On  the  great  mole-hill,  and  with  pitying  eye 
Survey  the  bufy  emmets  round  the  heap, 
Crouding  and  bulUing  in  a  thoufand  forms 
Of  rtrife  and  toil,  to  parchafe  wealth  and  fame^ 
A  bubble  or  a  duft  :  Then  call  thy  thoughts 
Up  to  thyfelf  to  feed  on  joys  unknown. 
Rich  without  gold,  and  great  without  renown, 

TRUE     COURAGE. 

Y  T  O N  O UR.  demands  my  fong.  Forget  the  ground^ 

-*•  -■■   My  generous  Mufe,  and  fit  among  the  ftars  ! 

There  nng  the  foul,  that,  confcious  of  her  birth,- 

Lives  hke  a  native  of  the  vital  world. 

Among  thefe  d .  ing  clods,  and  bears  her  ilate 

Juft  to  herfelf :  hew  nobly  ihe  mauitains 

Her  charader,  fupeiicr  to  the  flefti. 

She  vvdelds  her  paiTions  like  her  limbs,  and  knows 

The  brutal  powers  were  only  born  t'  obi'y. 

This 
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This  is  the  man  whom  ilorms  could  never  make 
Meanly  comphiin ;  nor  can  a  flattering  gale 
Make  him  talk  proudly :  he  hath  no  defire 
To  read  his  fecret  tatc  :  yet  unconcern'd 
And  calm  could  meet  his  unborn  deftiny. 
In  all  its  charming,  or  its  frightful  iliapes. 

He  that  unfhrmki'ig,  and  without  a  groan j 
Bears  the  firil  wound,  may  finiih  all  the  war 
With  meer  courageous  filence,  and  come  ofF 
Conqueror  :  for  the  man  that  well  conceals 
The  heavy  Itrokes  of  fate,  he  bears  them  well. 

He,  though  th'  Atlantic  and  the  Midland  feas 
With  adverfe  furgcs  meet,  and  rife  on  high 
^ufpended  'twixt  the  winds,  then  rufh  amain 
Mingled  with  flames,  upon  his  fmgle  head, 
.\iid  clouds,  and  ftars,  and  thunder,  firm  he  fiands, 
secure  of  his  beft  lif^;  unhurt,  unmov'd; 
And  drops  his  lower  nature,  born  for  death. 
Then  from  the  lofty  caftle  of  liis  mind 
Sublime  looks  down,  exulting,  and  furveys 
The  ruins  of  creation  (Souls  alone 
Are  heirs  of  dying  worlds) ;  a  piercing  glance 
Shoots  upwards  from  between  his  clofmg  lids. 
To  reach  his  birth-place,  and  without  a  figh 
Me  bids  his  batter'd  flefli  lie  gently  down 
Amongft  his  native  rubbifli ;  vvhilft  the  fpirit 
Breathes  and  flici;  upward,  an  undoubted  gueft 
Of  the  third  heaven,  th'  unruinable  fKy. 

Thither, 
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Thither,  when  fate  has  brought  our  willing  fouls. 
No  matter  whether  'twas  a  Iharp  difeafe. 
Or  a  fharp  fword  that  help'd  the  travellers  on. 
And  pufh'd  us  to  our  home.     Bear  up,  my  friend. 
Serenely,  and  break  through  the  ftormy  brine 
\\ith  fleady  prow  ;  know,  we  fnall  once  arrive 
At  the  fair  haven  of  eternal  blifs. 
To  Vv'hich  we  ever  fteer ;  whether  as  kings    , 
Of  wide  command  we've  fpread  the  fpacious  fea 
With  a  broad  painted  fleet,  or  row'd  along 
In  a  thin  cock-boat  with  a  little  oar. 

There  let  my  native  plank  ihift  me  to  land 
And  I'll  be  happy:  Thus  I'll  leap  aihore 
Joyful  and  fearlefs  on  tV  immortal  coaft. 
Since  all  I  leave  is  mortal,  and  it  mufl  be  loll. 


To  the  much  honoured  Mr.  Thomas   R  0  w  e,  the 
Director  of  my  youthful  Studies. 

FREE     PHILOSOPHY. 

/""» U  S  T  O  iM,  that  tyrannefs  of  fools, 

^^  That  lead,  the  learned  round  the  fchools> 

In  magic  chains  of  forms  and  rules  1 

My  genius  ficrms  her  throne  : 
No  more,  ye  flaves,  \yi:h  awe  profound 
Beat  the  duii  track,  nor  dsnce  the  round  ; 
Loofe  hand.,  and  quit  tli'  inclianted  ground  : 

Knowledge  invites  us  each  alone, 

I  hate 
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I  hate  thefe  ihackles  of  the  iniiid 

Forg'd  by  the  haughty  wife; 
Souls  vvere  not  born  lo  be  confin'd, 
And  led,  like  Samfon,  blind  and  bound  j 
But  when  hu  native  ilrength  he  found 

He  well  aveng'd  his  eyes. 
I  love  thy  gentle  influence,  Rowe, 
Thy  gentle  influence,  like  the.  fun. 
Only  diiTolves  the  frozen  fnow, 
Then  b'ds  our  thoughts  hke  livers  flow, 
And  chufe  the  channels  where  they  run. 

Thoughts  fhouid  be  free  as  fire  or  wind ; 
The  pinions  of  a  Angle  mind 

Will  through  all  nature  fly : 
But  whb  can  drag  up  to  the  poles 
Long  fetter'd  ranks  of  leaden  ff mis  ? 
A  genius  which  no  chain  controls 
Roves  with  delight,  or  deep,  or  high: 
Swift  I  furvey  the  globe  around. 
Dive  to  the  centre  through  the  folid  ground. 

Or  travel  o'er  the  fky. 

To  the  Reverend    Mr.    EENONI    ROWE. 

The  Way  of  the  Multitude. 

ROWE,  if  we  make  the  crowd  our  guide 
Through  life's  uncertain  road. 
Mean  is  the  chafe  ;  and  wandering  wide 
We  mifs  th'  immortal  good  j 

Vet 
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Yet  if  my  thoughts  could  be  coniin'd 
To  follow  any  leader-mind, 
I'd  mark  thy  fteps,  and  tread  the  fame: 
Dreft  in  thy  notions  I'd  appear 
Not  like  a  foul  of  mortal  frame. 
Nor  with  a  vulgar  air. 

Men  live  at  random  and  by  chance. 

Bright  reafon  never  leads  the  dance ; 
While  in  the  broad  and  beaten  way 

O'er  dales  and  hills  from  truth  we  ft  ray. 
To  ruin  we  defcend,  to  ruin  vve  advance. 

Wifdom  retires  j  fhe  hates  the  crowd. 
And  with  a  decent  fcorn 
Aloof  fhe  climbs  her  lleepy  feat. 
Where  nor  the  grave  nor  giddy  feet. 
Of  the  learn'd  vulgar  or  the  rude. 

Have  e'er  a  paiTage  worn. 

Meer  hazard  firfl  began  the  track. 
Where  cuftom  leads  her  thoufands  blind 

In  willing  chains  and  ftrong ; 
There's  fcarce  one  bold,  one  noble  mind. 
Dares  tread  the  fatal  error  back ; 
But  hand  in  hand  ourfelves  we  bind. 

And  drag  the  age  along. 

Mortals,  a  favage  herd,  and  loud 
As  billows  on  a  noify  fiood 

Vol.  LVI.  F  In 
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In  rapid  order  roll : 
Example  makes  the  mifchief  good : 
With  jocund  heel  we  beat  ths  road, 

Unheedful  of  the  goal. 
Me  let  *  Ithuriel's  friendly  wing 
Snatch  from  the  crowd,  and  bear  fublime 

To  wifdom's  lofty  tower. 
Thence  to  furvey  that  wretched  thing. 
Mankind ;  and  in  exalted  rhyme 

Blefs  the  dehvering  power. 


To  the  Reverend  Mr.  JOHN    HOWE. 

1704. 

GREAT  man,  permit  the  Mufe  to  climb 
And  feat  her  at  thy  feet. 
Bid  her  attempt  a  thought  fublime. 

And  confecrate  her  wit. 
I  feel,  I  feel  th'  attradive  force 

Of  thy  fuperior  foul : 
My  chariot  flies  her  upward  courfe. 

The  wheels  divinely  roll. 
Now  let  me  chide  the  mean  affairs 

And  mighty  toil  of  men  : 
How  they  grow  grey  in  trifling  cares. 
Or  wafle  the  motions  of  die  fplieres 

Upon  delights  as  vain  ! 

♦  The  naiHC  of  an  angel  in  Milton's  Parad'fe  Loil:. 

A  puff 
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A  puff  of  honour  fills  the  mind. 
And  yellow  duft  is  folid  good ; 
Thus,  like  the  afs  of  favage  kind. 
We  fnuff  the  breezes  of  the  wind. 

Or  ileal  the  ferpent's  food. 
Could  all  the  choirs 
That  charm  the  poles 

But  llrike  one  doleful  found, 
'Twould  be  employ'd  to  mourn  our  fouls. 
Souls  that  were  fram'd  of  fprightly  fires 

In  floods  of  folly  drown'd. 
Souls  made  of  glory  feek  a  brutal  joy  ; 

How  they  difclaim  their  heavenly  birth. 
Melt  their  bright  fubilance  down  with  drofiy  earth. 
And  hate  to  be  refin'd  from  that  impure  alloy. 

Oft  has  thy  genius  rous'd  us  hence 

With  elevated  fong. 
Bid  us  renounce  this  world  of  fenfe. 
Bid  us  divide  th'  immortal  prize 

With  the  feraphic  throng : 
"  Knovyledge  and  love  makes  fpirits  bleft, 
"  Knowledge  their  food,  and  love  their  reft;" 
But  fleih,  th'  unmanageable  beaft, 
Refifts  the  pity  of  thine  eyes. 

And  mufic  of  thy  tongue. 
Then  let  the  worms  of  groveling  mind 
Round  the  fhort  joys  of  earthly  kind 

In  reftlefs  windings  roam ; 

F  z  Howe 
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Kcwe  hath  an  ample  orb  of  foul. 
Where  ihining  worlds  of  knowledge  roll. 
Where  love,  the  centre  and  the  pole, 
Compleats  the  heaven  at  home. 


The  Disappointment   and  Relief, 

"T  riRTUE,  permit  my  fancy  to  impofe 

^      Upon  my  better  powers  : 
She  cafts  fvveet  fallacies  on  half  our  woes. 

And  gilds  the  gloomy  hours. 
How  could  we  bear  this  tedious  round 
Of  waning  moons,  and  rolling  years. 
Of  flaming  hopes,  and  chilling  fears. 
If  (where  no  fovereign  cure  appears) 
No  opiates  could  be  found. 

Love,  the  moft  cordial  ftream  that  flows. 
Is  a  deceitful  good  : 
Young  Doris,  who  nor  guilt  nor  danger  knows. 

On  the  green  margin  flood, 
Pleas'd  with  the  golden  bubbles  as  they  rofe. 
And  with  more  golden  fands  her  fancy  pav'd  the  flood  : 
Then  fond  to  be  entirely  bleft. 
And  tempted  by  a  faithlefs  youth. 
As  void  of  goodnefs  as  of  truth. 
She  plunges  in  with  heedlefs  hafte. 
And  rears  the  nether  mud  : 

Dark- 
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Darknefs  and  naufeous  dregs  arife 
O'er  thy  fair  current,  love,  with  large  fupplies 
Of  pain  to  teaze  the  heart,  and  forrow  for  the  eyes. 

The  golden  blifs  that  charm'd  her  fight 
Is  dafh'd,  and  drown 'd,  and  loft: 

A  fpark,  or  glimmering  ftreak  at  moft. 

Shines  here  and  there,  amidft  the  night, 
Amidft  the  turbid  waves,  and  gives  a  faint  delight. 

Recover'd  from  the  fad  furprife, 

Doris  awakes  at  laft. 
Grown  by  the  difappointment  wife  ; 
And  manages  with  art  th'  unlucky  caft ; 
When  the  lowering  frown  fhe  fpies 
On  her  haughty  tyrant's  brow. 
With  humble  love  fhe  meets  his  wrathful  eyes. 

And  makes  her  fovereign  beauty  bow  ; 
Chearful  ihe  fmiles  upon  the  grizly  form  ; 
So  fhines  the  fetting  fun  on  adverfe  fides. 

And  paints  a  rainbow  on  the  ftorm. 
Anon  fhe  lets  the  fullen  humour  fpend. 
And  with  a  virtuous  book,  or  friend. 

Beguiles  th'  uneafy  hours : 
Well-colouring  every  crcfs  fhe  meets, 
Widi  heart  ferene  fhe  fleeps  and  eats. 
She  fpreads  her  board  with  fancy'd  fvveets. 
And  ftrows  her  bed  with  flowers. 


F3  The 
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The  Hero's  School  of  Morality. 

TKERON,  amongft  his  travels,  found, 
A  broken  llatue  on  the  the  ground  j 
And  fearching  onward  as  he  went 
He  trac'd  a  ruin'd  monument. 
Mould,  mofs,  and  Hiades,  had  overgrown 
The  fculpture  of  the  crumbling  ftone. 
Yet  e'er  he  pail,  with  much  ado. 
He  guefs'd,  and  fpell'd  out,  Sci-pi-o. 

"  Enough,  he  cry'd;  I'll  drudge  no  more 
**  In  turning  the  dull  Stoicii  o'er ; 
*^  Let  pedants  wafte  their  hours  of  eafe 
"  To  fweat  all  night  at  Socrates; 
*'  And  feed  their  boys  with  notes  and  rules j 
*'  Thofe  tedious  Recipe's  of  fchools, 
"  To  cure  ambition :  I  can  learn 
*'  With  greater  eafe  the  great  concern 
*'  Of  mortals ;  how  we  may  defpife 
"  All  the  gay  things  below  the  fkies. 

'*  Methinks  a  m.ouldering  pyramid 
*'  Says  all  that  the  old  fages  faid; 
*'  For  me  thefe  Ihatter'd  tombs  contain 
*'  More  morals  than  the  Vatican. 
•^  The  dufl  of  heroes  caft  abroad, 
-^  Ar:d  kic';'d,  and  trampled  in  the  road, 

<*  The 
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'^  The  relicks  of  a  lofty  mind, 

"  That  lately  wars  and  crowns  defign'd, 

*'  Toft  for  a  jell  from  wind  to  wind, 

*'  Bid  me  be  humble,  and  forbear 

*'  Tall  monuments  of  fame  to  rear, 

*'  They  are  but  cailles  in  the  air. 

*'  The  towering  heights,  and  frightful  falls, 

*'  The  ruin'd  heaps,  and  funerals, 

*'  Of  fmokins"  kingdoms  and  their  kino-s, 

"  Tell  me  a  thoufand  mournful  things 

'*  In  melancholy  filence. • 


•Ke 


*'  That  living  could  not  bear  to  fee 
"  An  equal,  now  lies  torn  and  dead; 
*'  Here  his  pale  trunk,  and  there  his  licad ; 
"  Great  Porapey  !  while  I  meditate, 
*'  With  folemn  horror,  thy  fad  fate, 
''  Thy  carcafe,  fcatter'd  on  the  fhore 
*'  Without  a  name,  inftrucls  me  more 
"  Than  my  whole  library  before. 


I 


*'  Lie  ftill,  my  Plutarch,  then,  and  fleep, 
'*  And  my  good  Seneca  may  keep 
''  Your  volumes  clos'd  for  ever  too, 
"  I  have  no  further  ufe  for  you : 
"  For  vvhen  I  feel  my  virtue  fail, 
*'  And  my  ambitious  thoughts  prevail, 
'*  I'll  take  a  turn  among  the  tombs, 
*'  And  fee  whereto  all  glory  comes : 

F'4.  <*  There 
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"  There  th;  vile  foot  of  every  clown 
"^  Tramples  the  fons  of  honour  down. 
'*  Btggars  with  awful  aflies  fport, 
"  And  tread  the  Csfars  in  tlie  dirt." 

FREEDOM. 

1697. 

^T^  E  ?vl  P  T  me  no  more.    My  foul  can  ne'er  comport 
-*-     With  the  gay  fiaveries  of  a  court ; 

I've  an  averfion  to  thofe  charms. 
And  hug  dear  liberty  in  bolh  mine  arms. 

Go,  vaffal-fouls,'  go,  cringe  and  wait. 
And  dance  attendance  at  Koncrio's  gate. 
Then  run  in  troops  before  him  to  compofe  his  ftate  ; 
Move  as  he  moves :  and  v»hen  he  loiters,  Hand ; 

You're  but  the  fliadows  of  a  man. 

Bend  when  he  fpeaks ;  and  kifs  the  ground : 

Go,  catch  th'  impertinence  of  found  : 

Adore  the  follies  of  the  great ; 
V/ait  till  he  fmibs :  But  lo,  the  idol  frov/n'd 
And  drove  them  to  their  f:ue. 

Thus  bafe-born  minds :  but  as  for  Me, 

I  can  ap.d  will  be  free : 
Like  a  frrong  mountain,  or  fome  ftately  tree. 

My  foul  grows  firm  upright. 
And  as  I  (land,  and  as  I  go. 

It  keeps  my  body  fo  ; 

No,  I  can  never  part  with  my  creation-right. 
Let  fiaves  and  afies  Hoop  and  bow, 

I  can* 
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I  cannot  make  this  iron  knee 
Bend  to  a  meaner  power  than  that  which  form'd  it  free. 

Thus  my  bold  harp  profufely  play'd 
Pindarical ;  then  on  a  branchy  (hade 
I  hung  my  harp  aloft,  myfelf  beneath  it  laid. 

Nature  that  liften'd  to  my  ftrain, 
Refum'd  the  theme,  and  afted  it  again. 

Sudden  rofe  a  whirling  wind 

Swelling  like  Hcnorio  proud. 

Around  the  ftraws  and  feathers  crowd. 
Types  of  a  flavifli  mind  ; 

Upwards  the  ftormy  forces  rife. 

The  duft  flies  up  and  climbs  the  fkies. 
And  as  the  tempell  fell  th'  obedient  vapours  funk: 
Again  it  roars  with  believing  found. 

The  meaner  plants  that  grew  around. 
The   willow,    and  the  afp,    trembled  and  kifs'd  the 
ground : 

Hard  by  there  flood  the  iron  trunk 
Of  an  old  oak,  and  all  th?  ftorm  defy'd ; 

In  vain  the  winds  their  forces  try'd. 

In  vain  they  roar'd  ;  the  iron  oak 
Eow'd  orJv  to  the  heavenly  thunder's  fircke. 


On 
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On  Mr.  Locke's  Annotations  upon  feveral  Parts 
cf  the  New  Testament,  left  behind  him 
at  his  Death. 

'I^  H  U  S  reafon  leams  by  flow  degrees, 
-*•       What  faith  reveals ;  but  llili  complains 

Of  intelieclual  pains, 
Anjd  darknefs  from  the  too  exuberant  light. 

The  blaze  of  thcfe  bright  myilerics 

Pour'd  all  at  once  on  nature's  eyes 

Offend  and  cloud  her  feeble  fight. 

Reafon  could  fcare  fuflain  to  fee 
Th'  Almighty  One,  th*  Eternal  Three, 
Or  bear  the  infant  Deity  ; 
Scarce  could  her  pride  defcend  to  own 
Her  Maker  ilooping  from  his  throne. 
And  dreft  in  glories  fo  unknown. 
A  ranfom'd  world,  a  bleeding  God, 
And  heaven  appeas'd  with  flowing  blood. 
Were  tliemes  too  painful  to  be  underilood. 

Faith,  thou  bright  cherub,  fpeak,  and  fay 

Did  ever  mind  of  mortal  race 

Coil  thee  more  toil,  or  larger  grace. 

To  melt  and  bend  it  to  obey. 
'Twas  hard  to  make  fo  rich  a  foul  fubmit. 
And  lay  her  fhining  honours  at  thy  fovereign  feet. 

Siller 
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Sifter  of  faith,  fair  charity. 
Shew  me  the  wondrous  man  on  high. 
Tell  how  he  kes  the  Godhead  Three  in  One ; 
The  bright  convi6lion  fills  his  eye. 
His  noblell  powers  in  deep  proftratioa  lie 

At  the  myfterious  throne. 
*'  Forgive,  he  cries,  ye  faints  below, 
**  The  wavering  and  the  cold  ailent 
"  I  gave  to  themes  divinely  true  ; 
''  Can  you  admit  the  bleiled  to  repent  ? 

"  Eternal  darknefs  vail  the  lines 
"  Of  that  unhappy  bock, 
?'  Where  glimmering  reaion  with  falfe  lufcre  (hlnes^ 
'*  Where  the  mortal  pen  miuook 

f  What  the  celeflial  meant  1" 

TRUE     RICHES. 

T  A  M  not  concern'd  to  know 
•^  What  to-morrow  fate  will  do  : 
'Tis  enough  that  I  can  fay, 
I've  pofiefs'd  myfelf  to  day  : 
Then  if  haply  midnight-death 
Seize  my  flefh,  and  ftop  my  breath. 
Yet  to-morrow  I  fnall  be 
Heir  to  the  belt  part  of  me. 

Glittering  ftones,  and  golden  things. 
Wealth  and  honours  that  have  wings. 
Ever  fluttering  to  be  gone, 
1  could  never  call  my  own  ; 

-      Richea 
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Riches  that  the  world  bellows. 
She  can  take,  and  i  can  lole  ; 
But  the  treafurcs  that  are  mine 
Lie  afar  beyond  her  line. 
When  I  view  my  fpacious  foul. 
And  farvey  my  1  elf  awhole. 
And  enjoy  myfelf  alone, 
I'm  a  kingdom  of  my  own. 

I've  a  mighty  part  vathin 
That  the  world  hath  never  feen. 
Rich  as  Eden's  happy  ground. 
And  with  choicer  plenty  crown'd. 
Here  on  all  the  Ihining  boughs 
Knowledge  fair  and  ufelefs  grows ; 
On  the  fame  young  flowery  tree 
^  tiie  feafons  you  may  fee  ; 
Notions  in  the  bloom  of  light, 
JuH  difclcfing  to  the  fight ; 
Here  are  tlioughts  of  lirger  growth. 
Ripening  into  folid  truth  ; 
Fruits  refni'd,  of  noble  taile  ; 
Seraphs  feed  on  fuch  repaft. 
Here,  in  a  gr^zn  and  ihady  grove. 
Streams  of  pleafure  mix  with  love  : 
There  beneatli  the  fmiling  fkies 
Hills  of  contemplation  rife  ; 
Now  upon  fome  {hining  top 
Angels  light,  and  call  me  up  ; 
I  rejoice  to  raife  my  feet, 
Botli  rejoice  when  there  we  meet. 


There 
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There  are  endlefs  beauties  more 
Earth  hath  no  refemblance  for ; 
Nothing  like  them  round  the  pole. 
Nothing  can  defcribe  the  foul : 
'Tis  a  region  half  unknown. 
That  has  treafures  of  its  own, 
IVIore  remote  from  public  view 
Than  the  bowels  of  Peru  ; 
Broader  'tis,  and  brighter  far. 
Then  the  golden  Indies  are ; 
Ships  that  trace  the  watery  llage 
Cannot  coafl:  it  in  an  age ; 
Harts,  or  horfes,  ftrong  and  fleet, 
Kad  they  wings  to  help  their  feet. 
Could  not  run  it  halfway  o'er 
In  ten  thoufand  days  and  more. 

Yet  the  filly  wandering  miiid. 
Loth  to  be  too  much  confin'd. 
Roves  and  takes  her  daily  tours, 
Coafling  round  the  narrow  ftiores. 
Narrow  Ihores  of  flefti  and  fenfe. 
Picking  (hells  and  pebbles  theace ; 
Or  (he  fits  at  fancy's  door. 
Calling  (hapes  and  fhadows  to  her. 
Foreign  vifits  ftill  receiving. 
And  t'  hcrfelf  a  ftranger  living. 
Never,  never  would  llie  buy 
Indian  dufl,  or  Tyrian  dye, 

Never 
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Never  trade  abroad  for  more. 
If  fhe  faw  her  native  ilore ; 
If  her  inward  worth  were  known. 
She  might  ever  live  alone. 


The    Adventup.ous    Muse. 

URANIA  takes  her  morning  flight 
With  an  inimitable  wing  : 
Through  rifmg  deluges  of  dav.'ning  light 

She  cleaves  her  wonderous  way. 
She  tunes  immortal  anthems  to  the  growing  day ; 
Nor   *  Rapin  gives  her  rules  to  fly,    nor   f  Purcell 
notes  to  fmg. 

She  nor  inquires,  nor  knows,  nor  fears 
Where  lie  the  pointed  rocks,   or  where  th'  ingulfing 

fand 
Climbing  the  liquid  mountains  of  the  ikies 
She  meets  defcending  angels  as  flie  flies. 

Nor  afks  them  where  their  country  lies. 
Or  where  the  fea-marks  fland. 

Touch'd  with  an  empyreal  ray 
She  fprings,  unerring,  upward  to  eternal  day. 

Spreads  her  white  fails  aloft,  and  fl:eers, 
V/ith  bold  and  fafe  attempt,  to  the  cclelHal  land. 

*  A  French  Crltick. 

•f  An  Englifh  mafter  of  mufic, 

Whilll 
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Whllfl  little  ficiffs  along  the  mortal  (hores 

With  humble  toil  in  order  creep, 
Coalling  in  fight  of  one  another's  oars. 

Nor  venture  through  the  boundlefs  deep. 

Such  low  pretending  fouls  are  they 
Who  dwell  inclos'd  in  folid  orbs  of  IkuH ; 

Plodding  along  their  fober  way. 
The  fnail  o'ertakes  them  in  their  wildell  play. 
While  the  poor  labourers  fwcat  to  be  corredly  dull. 

Give  me  the  chariot  whofe  diviner  wheels 

Mark  their  own  rout,  and  unconfin'd 

Bound  o'er  tlie  everlafling  hills. 
And  lofe  the  clouds  below,  and  leave  the  ilars  behind;, 

Give  me  the  Mufe  whofe  generous  force. 
Impatient  of  the  reins, 

Purfues  an  unattempted  courfe. 
Breaks  all  the  criticks  iron  chains. 
And  bears  to  paradife  the  raptur'd  mind. 

There  Milton  dwells :  The  mortal  fung 

Themes  not  prefum'd  by  mortal  tongue ; 

New  terrors,  or  new  glories,  ihine 
In  every  page,  and  flying  fcenes  divine 
Surprife  the  wondering  fenfe,  and  draw  our  fouls  along. 

Behold  his  Mufe  fent  out  t'  explore 
The  unapparent  deep  where  waves  of  Chaos  roar. 

And  realms  of  night  unknown  before. 

She  trac'd  a  glorious  path  unknown. 

Through 
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Through  Helds  of  heavenly  war,  and  feraphs  overthrown. 

Where  his  adventurous  genius  led  : 
Sovereign  (he  fram'd  a  model  of  her  own. 

Nor  thank'd  the  living  nor  the  dead. 
The  noble  hater  of  degenerate  rhyme 
Shook  off  the  chains,  and  built  his  verfc  fublime, 
A  monument  too  high  for  coupled  founds  to  climb. 

He  mourn'd  the  garden  loA  below ; 

(Earth  is  the  fcene  for  tuneful  woe) 

Now  blifs  beats  high  in  all  his  veins. 

Now  the  loft  Eden  he  regains. 
Keeps  his  own  air,  and  triumphs  in  unrival'd  ftrains. 

Immortal  bard  !  Thus  thy  own  Raphael  fmgs. 

And  knows  no  rule  but  native  fire  : 
All  heaven  fits  filent,  while  to  his  fovereign  firings 

He  talks  unutterable  things ; 
With  graces  infinite  his  untaught  fingers  rove 
Acrofs  the  golden  lyre  : 
From  every  note  devotion  fprings. 
Rapture,  and  harmony,  and  love, 
O'erfpread  the  lillening  choir. 


To 
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To    Mr.   NICHOLAS    CLARK. 
The  Complaint. 

^rr^WAS  in  a  vale  where  ofiers  grow 
-*-     By  murmuring  ftreams  we  told  our  woe. 
And  mingled  all  our  cares : 
Friendfliip  fat  pleas'd  in  both  our  eyes. 
In  both  the  weeping  dews  arife. 
And  drop  alternate  tears. 

The  vigorous  monarch  of  the  day 
Now  mounting  half  his  morning  way 

Shone  with  a  fainter  bright ; 
Still  fickening,  and  decaying  Hill, 
Dimly  he  wander'd  up  the  hill. 

With  his  expiring  light. 

In  dark  eclipfe  his  chariot  roll'd. 
The  queen  of  night  obfcur'd  his  gold 

Behind  her  fable  wheels ; 
Nature  grew  fad  to  lofe  the  day. 
The  flowery  vales  in  mourning  lay. 

In  mourning  flood  the  hills. 

Such  are  our  forrows,  Clark,  I  cry'd. 
Clouds  of  the  brain  grow  black,  and  hide 

Our  darkened  fouls  behind ; 
In  the  young  morning  of  our  years 
Diflempering  fogs  have  climb'd  the  fpheres. 

And  choke  the  labouring  mind. 
Vol.  LVI,  G  Lo, 
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Lo,  the  gay  planet  rears  his  head. 
And  overlooks  the  lofty  fhade. 

New-brightening  all  the  fkies : 
But  fay,  dear  partner  of  my  moan. 
When  will  our  long  eclipfe  be  gone. 

Or  when  our  funs  arife  ? 

In  vain  are  potent  herbs  apply'd. 
Harmonious  founds  in  vain  have  try'd 

To  make  the  darknefs  fly  : 
But  drugs  would  raife  the  dead  as  foon. 
Or  clattering  brafs  relieve  the  moon. 

When  fainting  in  the  (ky. 

Some  friendly  fpirit  from  above. 
Born  of  the  light,  and  nurll:  with  love, 

Allill:  our  feebler  fires : 
Force  thefe  invading  glooms  away ; 
Souls  ihould  be  feen  quite  through  their  clayj 

Bright  as  your  heavenly  choirs. 

But  if  the  fogs  mufl  damp  the  flame. 
Gently,  kind  death,  diflblve  our  frame, 

Releafe  the  prifoner-mind : 
Our  fouls  fliall  mount,  at  thy  difcharge. 
To  their  bright  fource,  and  fliine  at  large 

Nor  clouded,  nor  confin'd. 


The 
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The  Afflictions  of  a  Friend. 


T^TO  W  let  my  cares  all  bury'd  lie. 

My  griefs  for  ever  dumb : 
Your  forrows  fwell  my  heart  fo  high. 
They  leave  my  own  no  room. 

Sicknefs  and  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

The  fpleen  itfelf  is  gone  ; 
Plung'd  in  your  woes  I  feel  them  not. 

Or  feel  them  all  in  one. 

Infinite  grief  puts  fenfe  to  flight. 

And  all  the  foul  invades : 
So  the  broad  gloom  of  fpreading  night 

Devours  the  evening  Ihades. 

Thus  am  I  bom  to  be  unbleil ! 

This  fympathy  of  woe 
Drives  my  own  tyrants  from  my  breaft 

T 'admit  a  foreign  foe. 

Sorrows  in  long  fucceffion  reign ; 

Their  iron  rod  I  feel : 
Friendfliip  has  only  chang'd  the  chain^ 
But  I'm  the  prifoner  Hill. 

Why  was  this  life  for  mifery  made  ? 

Or  why  drawn  out  fo  long  ? 
Is  there  no  room  amongft  the  dtpA .? 

Or  is  a  wretch  too  young  ? 

G  2  Move 
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Move  fafter  on,  great  nature's  wheel. 

Be  kind,  ye  rolling  powers. 
Hurl  my  days  headlong  down  the  hill 

With  undiftinguilh'd  hours. 

Be  dufky,  all  my  rifmg  funs. 

Nor  fmile  upon  a  flave : 
Darknefs,  and  death,  make  hafle  at  once 

To  hide  me  in  the  grave. 


The  Reverse:  Or,  The  Comforts  of  a  Friend, 

^T^HU  S  nature  tun'd  her  mournful  tongue, 

■*-     Till  grace  lift  up  her  head, 

Revers'd  the  forrow  and  the  fong. 

And,  fmiling,  thus  (he  faid : 

Were  kindred  fpiiits  born  for  cares  ? 

Mufl  every  grief  be  mine  ? 
Is  there  a  fympathy  in  tears. 

Yet  joys  refufe  to  join? 

Forbid  it,  heaven,  and  raife  my  love. 

And  make  our  joys  the  fame  ; 
So  blifs  and  friendihip  join'd  above 

Mix  an  immortal  flame. 


Sorrows  are  loll  in  vaft  delight 
That  brightens  all  the  foul. 

As  deluges  of  dawning  light 
O'erwhelm  the"  duiky  pole. 


Pieafures 
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Pleafures  in  long  fucceffion  reign. 

And  all  my  powers  employ  : 
Friendfhip  but  fhifts  the  pleafmg  fcene. 

And  frefh  repeats  the  joy. 

Life  has  a  foft  and  filver  thread. 

Nor  is  it  drawn  too  long ; 
Yet,  when  my  vafler  hopes  perfuade, 

I'm  willing  to  be  gone. 

Fall  as  ye  pleafe  roll  down  the  hill. 

And  hafte  away,  my  years  ; 
Or  I  can  wait  my  father's  will. 

And  dwell  beneath  the  fpheres. 

Rife  glorious,  every  future  fun. 

Gild  all  my  following  days. 
But  make  the  lafl  dear  moment  known 

By  well-diiHnguifn'd  rays. 


To  the  Right  Honourable  John  Lord  C  u  t  t  s. 

At  the  Siege  of  Narour. 

The  Hardy  Soldier.         » 

"  /^^^^  ^2  ^^^  ^o  thoughtless  grown  ? 
V^  "  Why  guilty  fouls  in  hafte  to  die  ? 
f*  Venturing  the  leap  to  worlds  unknown, 
f*  Heedlefs  to  arnis  and  blood  they  fly, 

P  3  ''  Arc 
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*^  Are  lives  but  worth  a  foldier's  pay  ? 
*'  Why  will  ye  join  fuch  wide  extremes, 
"  And  ftake  immortal  ibuls,  in  play 
**  At  defperate  chance,  and  bloody  games  > 

"  Valour's  a  nobler  turn  of  thought, 
"  Whofe  pardon'd  guilt  forbids  her  fears ; 
'*  Cahnly  fhe  meets  the  deadly  Ihot  1 
"  Secure  of  life  above  the  liars, 

*'  But  frenzy  dares  eternal  fate, 

'^  And,  fpurr'd  with  honour's  airy  dreams, 

•'  FHes  to  attack  th'  infernal  gate, 

"  And  force  a  pafTage  to  the  flames.'* 

Thus  hovering  o'er  Namuria's  plains. 
Sung  heavenly  love  in  Gabrierj  form  : 
Young  Thrafo  left  the  rjoving  ftrainSj 
And  vow'd  to  pray  before  the  ftorm. 

Anon  the  thundering  trumpet  calls; 
Vows  are  but  v/ind,  the  hero  cries ; 
Then  fwears  by  heaven,  and  fcales  the  walls. 
Drops  in  the  ditch,  deipairs,  and  dies. 

Burning  feveral  Poems  of  Ovid,   Martial, 
Oldham,  D  r  y  d  e  n,  &c. 

i-cS. 

T  J  U  D  G  E  the  Mufe  of  lewd  defire  ; 

Ker  fons  to  darknefs,  and  her  works  to  fire. 
In  vain  the  flatteries  of  their  wit 
Now  with  a  melting  ilrain,  now  with  an  heavenly  flight. 

Would 
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Would  tempt  my  virtue  to  approve 
Thofe  gaudy  tinders  of  a  lawlefs  love. 

So  harlots  drefs :  They  can  appear 
Sweet,  modeft,  cool,  divinely  fair. 
To  charm  a  Cato's  eye  ;  but  all  within. 
Stench,  impudence,  and  fire,  and  ugly  raging  fin. 

Die,  Flora,  die  in  endlefs  fhame. 

Thou  proftitute  of  blackeft  fame, 

Stript  of  thy  falfe  array. 

Ovid,  and  all  ye  wilder  pens 

Of  modern  luil,  who  gild  our  fcenes, 
Poifon  the  Britifli  ftage,  and  paint  damnation  gay. 

Attend  your  miftrefs  to  the  dead  ; 
When  Flora  dies,  her  imps  fhould  wait  upon  her  {hade. 

Strephon  *,  of  noble  blood  and  mind, 
(For  ever  Ihine  his  name  !) 

As  death  approach'd,  his  foul  refin'd. 
And  gave  his  loofer  fonnets  to  the  flame. 

**  Burn,  burn,  he  cry'd  with  facred  rage, 

'"  Hell  is  the  due  of  every  page, 
"  Hell  be  the  fate.     (But  O  indulgent  heaven  ! 
'*  So  vile  the  Mufe,  and  yet  the  man  forgiven  !) 
*'  Burn  on  my  fongs  :  For  not  the  filver  Thames 

''  Nor  Tyber  with  his  yellow  ftreams 
*'  In  endlefs  currents  rolHng  to  the  main, 
*^  Can  e'er  dilute  the  poifon,  or  wafh  out  the  ftain.'* 

*  Earl  cf  Rochefler. 

G  4  So 
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So  Mofes  by  diidne  command 
Forbid  the  leprous  houfe  to  Hand 
When  deep  the  fatal  fpot  was  grown. 
*'  Break  down  the  timber,  and  dig  up  the  flone.' 


To     Mrs.     B.     B  E  N  D  I  S  H. 
AGAINST    TEARS. 

1699. 

TV/T  ADAM,  perfuade  me  tears  are  good 

To  wafh  our  mortal  cares  away  ; 
Thefe  eyes  fhall  weep  a  fudden  flood. 
And  ftream  into  a  briny  fea. 

Or  if  thefe  orbs  are  hard  and  dry, 
(Thefe  orbs  that  never  ufe  to  pain) 
Some  ftar  dire6l  me  where  to  buy 
One  fovereign  drop  for  all  my  pain. 

Were  both  the  golden  Indies  mine, 
I'd  give  both  Indies  for  a  tear : 
I'd  barter  all  but  what's  divine  : 
Nor  (hall  I  think  the  bargain  dear. 

Eat  tears,  alas !  are  trifling  things. 
They  rather  feed  than  heal  our  woe  ; 
From  trickling  eyes  new  forrow  fprings. 
As  weeds  in  rainy  feafons  grow. 

Thus 
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Thus  weeping  urges  weeping  on ; 
In  vain  our  miferies  hope  relief. 
For  one  drop  calls  another  down. 
Till  we  are  drown'd  in  feas  of  grief. 

Then  let  thefe  ufelefs  flreams  be  {laid. 
Wear  native  courage  on  your  face  : 
Thefe  vulgar  things  were  never  made 
For  fouls  of  a  fuperior  race. 

If  'tis  a  rugged  path  you  go. 

And  thoufand  foes  your  Heps  furround. 

Tread  the  thorns  down,  charge  through  the  foe; 

The  hardeft  iio-ht  is  hio-hell  crovvn'd. 


FEW    HAPPY     iM  A  T  C  H  E  S. 

Aug.  1701. 

SA  Y  mighty  Love,  and  teach  my  fong. 
To  whom  thy  iweetell:  joys  belong. 
And  who  the  happy  pairs 
V^liofe  yielding  hearts,  and  joining  hands. 
Find  bleffings  twiited  with  their  bands. 
To  foften  all  their  cares. 

Not  the  wild  herd  of  nymphs  and  fwaing 
That  thoughtlefs  fly  into  thy  chains. 

As  cuftom  leads  the  way  : 
If  there  be  blifs  v-ithout  defign. 
Ivies  and  oaks  may  grow  and  twine. 
And  be  as  bleil  as  they, 

Nat 
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Net  fc-Gid  fculs  of  earthy  mould 
"Who  drawn  by  kindred  charms  of  gold 

To  cull  embraces  move  : 
So  two  rich  mountains  of  Peru 
May  rufh  to  wealthy  marriage  too. 

And  make  a  world  of  love. 

Not  the  mad  tribe  that  hell  infpires 
With  wanton  flames  ;  thofe  raging  fires 

The  purer  blifs  dellroy  : 
On  Etna's  top  let  Furies  wed. 
And  fheets  of  lightning  drefs  the  bed 

T' improve  the  burning  joy. 

Nor  the  dull  pairs  whofe  marble  forms 
None  of  the  mekmg  pailions  warms. 

Can  mingle  hearts  aad  hands  : 
Logs  of  green  wood  that  quench  the  coals 
Are  marry'd  jail  like  Stoic  fouls. 

With  ofiers  for  their  bands. 

Not  minds  of  melancholy  ftrain, 
Still  filent,  or  that  frill  complain. 

Can  the  dv?ar  bondage  blefs  : 
As  well  may  heavenly  concerts  fpring 
From  two  old  lutes  with  ne'er  a  firing. 

Or  none  befides  the  bafs. 

Nor  can  the  foft  enchantm.ents  hold 
'X\vo  jarring  fouls  of  angry  mould. 


Tb£ 
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The  rugged  and  the  keen  : 
Samfon's  young  ibxes  might  as  well 
In  bonds  of  chearful  wedlock  dwell. 

With  firebrands  ty'd  between. 

Nor  let  the  cruel  fetters  bind 
A  gentle  to  a  favage  mind ; 

For  Love  abhors  the  fight : 
Loofe  the  fierce  tiger  from  the  deer. 
For  native  rage  and  native  fear 

Rife  and  forbid  delight. 

Two  kindeil  fouls  alone  mull  meet, 
'Tis  friendlhip  makes  the  bondage  fweet^ 

And  feeds  their  mutual  loves : 
Bright  ^^enus  on  her  roiling  throne 
Is  drawn  by  gentlefi:  birds  alone. 

And  Cupids  yoke  the  doves. 

To    D  A  V  r  D     P  O  L  H  I  L  L,     Esq^ 
An     epistle. 

Dec.  1702. 
T     E  T  ufelefs  fouls  to  woods  retreat ; 
■^-'  Polhill  fnould  leave  a  country  feat 
When  virtue  bids  him  dare  be  great. 

Nor  Kent*,  nor  SufTex*,  fhould  have  charms. 
While  liberty,  with  loud  alarms. 
Calls  you  to  counfels  and  to  arms. 

♦  His  country-fea:  and  dwelling. 

Lewis, 
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Lewis,  by  fawning  flaves  ador'd. 
Elds  you  receive  a  *  bafe-born  lord ; 
Awake  your  cares  !  awake  your  fword  ! 

Fadlions  amongft  the  f  Britons  rife. 
And  warring  tongues,  and  wild  furmife. 
And  burning  zeal  without  her  eyes. 

A  vote  decides  the  blind  debate ; 

Refolv'd,  **  'tis  of  diviner  weight, 

*'  To  fave  the  lleeple,  than  the  Hate." 

The  bold  t  machine  is  form'd  and  join'd 
Tp  ftretch  the  confcience,  and  to  bind 
The  native  freedom  of  the  mind. 

Your  grandiire  fhades  Vvith  jealous  eye 
Frown  doAn  to  fee  their  oiispring  lie 
Careiefs,  and  let  their  country  die. 

If  II  Trev'a  fear  to  let  you  ftand 
Againil  the  Gaul  with  fp ear  in  hand, 
At'leail  §  Petition  for  the  land. 

*  The  Pretender,  prociaim''d  King  in  France. 

■f  The  parliament. 

J  The  bill  againft  occafional  conformity,   ijcz. 

II  Mrs   Polhill  of  the  family  of  Lord  Trevor. 

^  Mr.  Polhill  was  one  of  thofe  five  zealous  gentlemen  who  pre- 
fented  the  famous  Kentiih  petition  to  the  parliament,  in  the  reiga 
of  Kin^  William,  to  haften  their  fupplies  in  order  to  fupport  the 
K-'ng  in  h;§  war  witli  France. 


The 
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The  celebrated  ViAory  of  the  Poles  over  Osman  the 
Turkish  Emperor  in  the  Dacian  Battle. 

Tranflated  from  Cafimire,  B.  IV.  Od.  4.  with  large 
Additions. 

f^  A  D  O  R  the  old,  the  wealthy,  and  the  flrong, 
^-^    Chearful  in  years  (nor  of  the  heroic  Mufe 
Unknowing,  nor  unknown)  held  fair  pofTeflions 
Where  flows  the  fruitful  Danube  :  Seventy  fprlngs 
Smil'd  on  his  feed,  and  feventy  har veil- moons 
Fiird  his  wide  granaries  with  autumnal  joy: 
Still  he  refum'd  the  toil :  and  fame  reports. 
While  he  broke  up  new  ground,  and  tir'd  his  plough 
In  grafly  furrows,  the  torn  earth  difclos'd 
Helmets,  and  fwords  (bright  furniture  of  war 
Sleeping  in  rufl)  and  heaps  of  mighty  bones. 
The  fun  defcending  to  the  weftern  deep 
Bid  him  He  down  and  reft ;  he  loos'd  the  yoke. 
Yet  held  his  wearied  oxen  from  their  food 
With  charming  numbers,  and  uncommon  fong. 
Go,  fellow-labourers,  you  may  rove  fecure. 
Or  feed  befide  me  ;  taile  the  greens  and  boughs 
That  you  have  long  forgot;  crop  the  fvveet  herb. 
And  graze  in  fafety,  while  the  vidor  Pole 
Leans  on  his  fpear,  and  breathes ;  yet  ftill  his  eye 

Jealous 
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Jealous  and  fierce.     How  large,  old  foldier,  fay. 
How  fair  a  harveft  of  the  flaughter'd  Turks 
Strew'd  the  Moldavian  fields  ?  What  mighty  piles 
Of  vail  deftraftion,  and  of  Thracian  dead. 
Fill  apid  amaze  my  eyes  ?  Broad  bucklers  lie 
(A  vain  defence)  fpread  o'er  the  pathlefs  hills. 
And  coats  of  fcaly  Heel,  and  hard  habergeon, 
Deep-bruis'd  and  empty  of  Mahometan  limbs. 
This  the  fierce  Saracen  wore,   (for  when  a  hoy, 
I  was  their  captive,  and  remind  their  drefs :) 
Here  the  Polorians  dreadful  march'd  along 
In  auguft  port,  and  regular  array, 
Led  on  to  conqueft :  Here  the  Tarkifh  chief 
Prefcmptuous  trod,  and  in  rude  order  rang'd 
His  long -battalions,  while  his  populous  towns 
Pour'd  out  freili  troops  perpetual,  drefl  in  arms. 
Horrent  in  mail,  and  gay  in  fpangled  pride. 

O  the  dire  image  of  the  bloody  fight 
Thefe  eyes  have  fcen,  when  the  cspacious  plain 
"Was  throng'd  v/ith  Dacian  fpears  ;  when  polifh'd  helms 
And  convex  gold  blaz'd  thick  againft  the  fun 
-Relloring  all  his  beams  !  but  frowning  War 
All  gloomy,  like  a  gathsr'd  tempeft,  flood 
Wavering,  and  doubtful  where  to  bend  its  fall. 

The  frorm  of  mifilve  Heel  delay'd  a  while 
By  wife  com.mand ;  fledg'd  arrows  on  the  nerve ; 
And  fey  miter  and  fabre  bore  the  fheath 
Reludant ;  till  the  hollow  brazen  clouds 
Had  bellow 'd  from  each  quarter  of  the  field 

Loud 
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Loud  thunder,  and  difgorg'd  their  fulphurous  fire. 

Then  banners  wav'd,  and  arms  were  mixM  with  arms ; 

Then  javelins  anfwer'd  javelins  as  they  fled, 

For  both  fled  hiflipg  death  :  With  adverfs  edge 

The  crooked  taulchlons  met ;  and  hideous  noife 

From  clafhing  fliields,  through  the  long  ranks  of  war, 

Clang'd  horrible.     A  thousand  iron  fl:orms 

Roar  diverfe  :  and  in  harfh  confufion  drown 

The  trumpet's  filver  found.     O  rude  effort 

Of  harmony !  not  all  the  frozen  ftores 

Of  the  cold  North,  when  pour'd  in  rattling  hail, 

Lafli  with  fuch  madnefs  the  Norwegian  plains. 

Or  fo  torment  the  ear.     Scarce  founds  fo  far 

The  direful  fragor,  when  fome  fouthern  blall 

Tears  from  the  Alps  a  ridge  of  knotty  oaks 

Deep  fang'd,  and  ancient  tenants  of  the  rock: 

The  mafly  fragment,  many  a  rood  in  length. 

With  hideous  cralli,  rolls  dov.-n  the  rugged  clilF 

Refiillefs,  plunging  in  the  fubjecl  lake 

Como,  or  Lugaine  ;  th'  affl!t51ed  waters  roar. 

And  various  thunder  all  the  valley  fills. 

Such  was  the  noife  of  war :  the  troubled  air 

Complains  aloud,  and  propagates  the  din 

To  neighbouring  regions  ;  rocks  and  lofty  hills 

Beat  the  impetuous  echoes  round  the  iky. 

Uproar,  revenge,  and  rage,  and  hate,  appear 
In  all  their  murderous  forms ;  and  flame  and  blood 
And  fvveat  and  dufl:  array  the  bread  campaign 
In  horror  :  hafty  feet,  and  fparkling  eyes. 

And 
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And  all  the  favage  paffions  of  the  foul. 

Engage  in  the  warm  bufmefs  of  the  day. 

Here  mingling  hands,  but  with  no  friendly  gripe. 

Join  in  the  fight ;  and  breafts  in  clofe  embrace. 

But  mortal  as  the  iron  arms  of  death. 

Here  words  auftere,  of  perilous  command. 

And  valour  fvvift  t'  obey  ;  bold  feats  of  arms 

Dreadful  to  fee,  and  glorious  to  relate. 

Shine  through  the  field  with  more  furprifmg  bnghtnefs 

Than  glittering  helms  or  fpears.     What  loud  applaufe 

(Beft  meed  of  warlike  toil)  what  manly  fhouts. 

And  yells  unmanly  through  the  battle  ring  ! 

And  fudden  wrath  dies  into  endlefs  fame. 

Long  did  the  fate  of  war  hang  dubious.  Here 
vStood  the  more  numerous  Turk,  the  valiant  Pole 
Fought  here ;  more  dreadful,  though  with  leffer  wings. 

But  what  the  Dahets  or  the  coward  foul 
Of  a  Cydonian,  what  the  fearful  crowds 
Ofbafe  Cilicians  'fcaping  from  the  flaughter. 
Of  Parthian  beafls,  with  all  their  racing  riders. 
What  could  they  mean  againil  th'  intrepid  breaft 
Of  the  purfjing  foe?  Th'  impetuous  Poles 
Rufh  here,  and  here  the  Lithuanian  horfe 
Drive  down  upon  them  like  a  double  bolt 
Of  kindled  thunder  raging  through  the  fky 
On  founding  wheels;  or  as  fome  mighty  flood 
Rolls  his  two  torrents  down  a  dreadful  fteep 
Precipitant,  and  bears  along  the  flream 

Rocks, 
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Rocks,  woods,  and  trees,  with  all  the  grazing  herd. 
And  tumbles  lofty  forefts  headlong  to  the  plain.     . 

The  bold  Boruffian  fmoking  from  afar 
Moves  like  a  tempeft  in  a  dulky  cloud. 
And  imitates  th'  artillery  of  heaven. 
The  lightning  and  the  rear.     Amazing  fcene  ! 
What  Ihowers  of  mortal  hail,  what  flaky  fires 
Burft  from  the  darknefs  1  while  their  cohorts  firm 
Met  the  like  thunder,  and  an  equal  ftorm. 
From  hollile  troops,  but  with  a  braver  mind. 
Undaunted  bofoms  tempt  the  edge  of  war. 
And  rufh  on  the  Iharp  point ;  while  baleful  muchiefs. 
Deaths,  and  bright  dangef-s  flew  acrofs  the  field 
Thick  and  continual,  and  a  thoufand  fouls 
Fled  murmuring  through  their  wounds.     I  flood  aloof. 
For  'twas  unfafe  to  come  within  the  wind 
Of  Ruffian  banners,  when  with  whizzing  found. 
Eager  of  glory,  and  profufe  of  life. 
They  bore  down  fearlefs  on  the  charging  foes. 
And  drove  them  backward.  Then  the  Turkifli  moons 
Wander'd  in  difarray.     A  dark  eclipfe 
Hung  on  the  filver  crefcent,  boding  night. 
Long  night,  to  all  her  fons :  at  length  difrob'd 
The  ilandards  fell :  the  barbarous  enfigns  torn 
Fled  with  the  v^ind,  the  fport  of  angry  heaven : 
And  a  large  cloud  of  infantry  and  horfe 
Scattering  in  v/ild  diforder,  fpread  the  plain. 

Not  noife,  nor  number,  nor  the  brawny  limb. 
Nor  high-built  fize  prevails  :  'Tis  courage  fights. 
Vol.  LVI.  H  'Tis 
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*Tis  courage  conquers.     So  whole  forefls  fall 

(A  fpacious  ruin)  by  one  fmgle  axe. 

And  fteel  well-fharpned  :  fo  a  generous  pair 

Of  young-wing'd  eaglets  fright  a  thoufand  doves. 

Vaft  was  the  Haughter,  and  the  flowery  green 
Drank  deep  of  flowing  crimfon.     Veteran  bands 
Here  made  their  lail  campaign.     Here  haughty  chiefs 
Stretch'd  on  the  bed  of  purple  honour  lie 
Supine,  nor  dream  of  battle's  hard  event, 
OppreA'd  with  iron  flumbers,  and  long  night. 
Their  ghoils  indignant  to  the  netlier  world 
Fled,  but  attended  well :  for  at  their  fide 
Some  faitliful  Janizaries  ftrew'd  the  field, 
Fali'n  in  juil  ranks  or  wedges,  lanes  or  fquares. 
Firm  as  they  flood ;  to  the  Warfovian  troops, 
A  nobler  toil,  and  triumph  worth  their  fight. 
But  the  broad  fabre  and  keen  poll-axe  flew 
With  fpeedy  terror  through  the  feebler  herd. 
And  made  rude  havock  and  irregular  fpoil 
Amongft  the  vulgar  bands  that  own'd  the  name 
Of  Mahomet.     The  wild  Arabians  fled 
In  fwift  affright  a  thoufand  different  ways     [mountain? 
Through  brakes  and  thorns,   and  climb 'd  the  craggy 
Bellowing ;  yet  hafty  fate  o'ertock  the  cry. 
And  Po'iili  hunters  clave  the  timorous  deer. 

Thus  the  dire  profpecl  diflant  fJl'd  my  fcul 
With  awe ;  till  the  laft  relic!:s  of  the  war. 
The  thin  Edonians,  flying  had  diiclos'd 
The  ghaftly  plain  :  I  took  a  neaier  view, 

Unieemiy 
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Unfeemly  to  the  fight,  nor  to  the  fmell 
Grateful.     What  loads  of  mangled  flefh  and  limbs 
(A  difmal  carnage  !)  bath'd  in  reeking  gore 
Lay  weltering  on  the  ground ;  while  flitting  life 
Convuls'd  the  nerves  ftill  fhivering,  nor  had  loft 
All  tafte  of  pain  !  Here  an  old  Thracian  lies, 
Deform'd  with  years  and  fears,  and  groans  aloud 
Torn  with  frefh  woimds ;  but  inward  vitals  iirni 
Forbid  the  foul's  remove,  and  chain  it  dovv^n 
By  the  hard  laws  of  nature,  to  fuftain 
Long  torment :  his  wild  eye-bal!s  roll :  his  teeth, 
GnaOiing  with  anguilh,  chide  hii  lingering  fate. 
Emi:)lazon'd  armour  fpoke  his  high  command 
AmongH  the  neighbouring  dead;  they  round  their  lord 
Lay  proftrate ;  fome  in  flight  ignobly  flain. 
Some  to  the  Ikies  their  faces  upwards  turn'd 
Still  brave,  and  proud  to  die  fo  near  their  prince. 

I  mov'd  not  far,  and  lo,  at  manly  length 
Two  beauteous  youths  of  richeft  Ott'man  blood 
Exiended  on  the  heidj  in  friendlhip  join'd. 
Nor  fate  divides  them  :  hardy  warriors  both ; 
Both  faithful;  drown'd  in  lliowers  of  dans  they  fell, 
Each  with  his  ihield  fpread  o'er  his  lover's  heart, 
Tn  vain.^  for  on  thofe  orbs  of  friendly  brafs 
Stood  groves  of  javelins;  fome,  alas,  too  deep 
Were  planted  there,  and  through  their  lovely  bofoms 
Made  painful  avenues  for  cruel  death. 

0  my  dear  native  land,  forgive  the  tear 

1  dropt;  on  their  wan  cheeks,  when  Urong  companion 

H  2  Forc'd 
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Forc'd  from  my  melting  eyes  the  briny  dew. 
And  paid  a  facrifice  to  hoftile  virtue. 
Dacia,  forgive  the  fight  that  wifh'd  the  fouls 
Of  thofe  fair  infidels  fome  humble  place 
Am.ong  the  bleft.     **  Sleep,  fleep,  ye  haplefs  pair, 
**  Gently,  1  cry'd,  worthy  of  better  fate, 
*'  And  better  faith."     Hard  by  the  General  lay. 
Of  Saracen  defcent,  a  grizly  form 
Breathlefs,   yet  pride  fat  pale  upon  his  front 
In  difappointment,  with  a  furly  brow 
Louring  in  death,  and  vext;  his  rigid  jaws 
Foaming  uith  blood  bite  hard  the  Polifn  fpear : 
In  that  dead  vifage  my  remembrance  reads 
Raih  Caraccas :  In  vain  the  boafting  flave 
Promis'd  and  footh'd  the  fultan  threatening  fierce 
With  royal  fuppers  and  triumphant  fare 
Spread  wide  beneath  Warfovian  filk  and  gold ; 
See  on  the  naked  ground  all  cold  he  lies 
Beneath  the  dampvvlde  covering  of  the  air 
Forgetful  of  his  word.     How  heaven  confounds 
Infulting  hopes !  with  what  an  awful  fmile 
Laughs  at  the  proud,  that  loofen  all  the  reins 
To  their  unbounded  \\d{hes,  and  leads  on 
Their  blind  ambition  to  a  Ihameful  end  ! 

But  whither  am  I  borne  ?  This  thought  of  arms 
Fires  me  in  vain  to  fmg  to  {'ZTik\t(s  bulls 
What  generous  horfe  fhould  hear.  Break  off,  my  fong; 
My  barbarous  Mufe,  be  ftill :  Immortal  deeds 
Mull  not  be  thus  profan'd  in  ruiHc  verfe  : 
The  martial  trumpet,  and  the  following  age. 

And 
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And  growing  fame,  fliall  loud  rehearfe  the  fight 
In  founds  of  glory.     Lo,  the  evening-liar 
Shines  o'er  the  weftern  hill ;  my  oxen,  come. 
The  well-known  liar  invites  the  labourer  home. 


To    Mr.     KENRY     BENDYSH. 

Aug.  24,  1705. 

Dear.  Sir, 

THE  following  fong  was  yours  when  firft  com- 
pofed  :  The  Mufe  then  defcribed  the  general  fate 
of  mankind,  that  is,  to  be  ill  matched ;  and  now  ihe 
rejoices  that  you  have  efcaped  the  common  mifchief, 
and  that  your  foul  has  found  its  own  mate.  Let  this  ode 
then  congratulate  you  both.  Grow  mutually  in  more 
compleat  likenefs  and  love  :  Perfevere,  and  be  happy. 

I  perfuade  myfelf  you  will  accept  from  the  prefs  what 
the  pen  more  privately  infcribed  to  you  long  ago ;  and 
I  am  in  no  pain  lell  you  Ihould  take  offence  at  the  fabu- 
lous drefs  of  this  poem  :  Nor  would  weaker  minds  be 
fcandalized  at  it,  if  they  would  give  themfelves  leave 
to  reflecl  how  many  divine  truths  are  fpoken  by  the  ho- 
ly writers  in  vilions  and  images,  parables  and  dreams  : 
jNor  are  my  wifer  friends  alhamed  to  defend  it,  fmce 
th.e  narrative  is  grave  and  the  rnoraj  fo  juil  and  obvious. 

H  3  The 
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The    INDIAN    P  K  I  L  C  S  O  P  11  E  R. 

Sept.  3.  17CI, 

"IXTHY  fiiouIJ  our  joys  transform  to  pain? 
^  ^     Why  gentle  Hymen's  lilken  chain 

A.  plague  of  iron  prove  ? 
Bendyfii,  'tis  llrange  the  charm  tha-  binds 
Millions  of  hands,  fliould  leave  their  minds 

At  fuch  a  loofe  from  love. 

In  vain  I  fought  ihe  Vv'onderous  caufe, 
Rang'd  the  wide  fields  of  nature's  laws. 

And  urg'd  the  fchools  in  vain ; 
Then  deep  in  thought,  vvithin  my  breaft 
My  foul  retir'd,  and  llumber  drefs'd 

A  bright  inilrudlive  fcene. 

O'er  the  broad  la'ids,  and  crofs  the  tide. 
On  fancy's  airy  horfe  I  ride, 

(Sweet  rapture  of  my  mind  !) 
Till  on  the  banks  of  Ganges  flood. 
In  a  tall  ancient  grove  I  ilood. 

For  facred  ufe  defign'd. 

Hard  by,  a  venerable  priell:, 

Rifen  v^'ith  his  God,  the  Sun,  from  rell. 

Awoke  his  morning  fcng; 
Thrice  he  coiijur'd  the  murmuring  fcream; 
The  birth  of  fouls  w?.s  all  his  theme. 


And  half-divine  his  tongue. 


^*He 
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**  He  fang  th'  eternal  rolling  flame, 
**  The  vital  mafs,  that  ftill  the  fame 

"  Does  all  our  minds  compofe  : 
"But  fliap'd  in  twice  ten  thoufand  frames ; 
"  Thence  differing  fouls  of  differing  names, 

*'  And  jarring  tempers  rofe. 

**  The  mighty  power  that  form'd  the  mind 
**  One  mould  for  every  two  defign'd, 

*'  And  blefs'd  the  new-born  pair  : 
*'  This  be  a  match  for  this :   (he  faid) 
**  Then  down  he  fent  the  fouls  he  made, 

"  To  feek  ihem  bodies  here : 

*'  But  parting  from  their  warm  abode 
**  They  loft  their  fellows  on  the  road, 

'*  And  never  join'd  their  hands  ; 
"  Ah  cruel  chance,  and  croffmg  fates ! 
**  Oar  Eaftern  fouls  have  dropt  their  mates 

*'  On  Europe's  barbarous  lands. 

**  Happy  the  youth  that  finds  the  bride 
"  Whofe  birth  is  to  his  own  ally'd, 

**  The  fweeteft  joy  of  life  : 
'*  But  oh  the  crowds  of  wretched  fouls 
**  Fetter'd  to  minds  of  different  moulds, 

*'  And  chain'd  t'  eternal  ilrife  I" 

Thus  fang  the  wondrous  Indian  bard  ; 
My  foul  with  val^  attention  heard, 

H  4  "  Wliile 
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While  Ganges  ceas'd  to  flow  : 
"  Sure  then  (I  cry'd)  might  I  but  fee 
"  That  gentle  nymph  that  tvvinn'd  with  me, 

*'  I  may  be  happy  too. 

"  Some  courteous  angel,  tell  me  where, 
*'  What  diftant  lands  this  unknown  fair, 

**  Or  diftant  feas  detain  ? 
**  Swift  as  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls 
"  I'd  fly,  to  meet,  and  mingle  fouls, 

**  And  wear  the  joyful  chain." 

The     happy     MAN. 

OERENE  as  light,  is  Myron's  foul, 

^  And  aflive  as  the  fun,  yet  fleady  as  the  pole  : 

In  manly  beauty  fiiines  his  face  ; 
Every  Mufe,  and  every  Grace, 

Makes  his  heart  and  tongue  their  feat. 
His  heart  profufely  good,  his  tongue  divinely  f^veet. 

Myron,  the  wonder  of  our  eyes. 

Behold  his  manhood  fcarcs  begun  ! 

Behold  the  race  of  virtue  run  ! 

Behold  the  goal  of  glory  won  ! 
Nor  Fame  denies  the  merit,  nor  with-holds  the  prize ; 
Her  filver  trumpets  his  renov/n  proclaim  : 

The  lands  where  learning  never  flew. 

Which  neither  Rome  nor  Athens  knew. 

Surly  Japan  and  rich  Peru, 
In  barbarous  fongs,  pronounce  the  Britifli'  hero's  name. 

"  Airy 
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**  Airy  blifs  (the  hero  cry'd) 
*'  May  feed  the  tympany  of  pride  ; 
*'  But  healthy  fouls  were  never  found 
**  To  live  on  emptinefs  and  found." 

Lo,  at  his  honourable  feet 
Fame's  bright  attendant.  Wealth,  appears  ; 
She  comes  to  pay  obedience  meet, 
Pro\'iding  joys  for  future  years  ; 
Bleffings  with  lavifh  hand  (he  pours 
Gather'd  from  the  Indian  coaft  ; 
Not  Danae's  lap  could  equal  treafures  boafl. 
When  Jove  came  down  in  golden  ihowers. 

He  look'd  and  turn'd  his  eyes  away. 
With  high  difdain  I  heard  him  fay, 
**  Blifs  is  not  made  of  glittering  clay,'* 

Now  Pomp  and  Grandeur  court  his  head 
With  fcutcheons,  arms,  and  enfigns  Ipread  i 
Gay  magnificence  and  Hate, 
Guards,  and  chariots,  at  his  gate. 
And  flaves  in  endlefs  order  round  his  table  wait : 
They  learn  the  dictates  cf  his  eyes. 
And  now  they  fall,  and  now  they  rife. 
Watch  every  motion  of  their  lord. 
Hang  on  his  lips  with  moil:  impatient  zeal. 
With  fwift  ambition  feize  th'  unfiniih'd  word. 
And  the  command  fulfil. 
Tir'd  with  the  train  that  Grandeur  brings, 
H^  dropt  a  tear,  and  pity'd  kings, 

Then^ 
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Then,  fiying  from  the  noify  throng. 
Seeks  the  divcrfion  of  a  fong. 

Mufic  defcending  on  a  filent  cloud, 

Tun'd  all  her  firings  with  endlefs  art ; 

By  flow  degrees  from  foft  to  loud 

Changing  ihe  rcfe  :  The  harp  and  flute 
Harmonious  join,  the  hero  to  falute. 

And  make  a  captive  of  his  heart. 
Fruits,  and  rich  Wine,  and  fcenes  of  lawlefs  Love 

Each  with  utmoft  luxury  ilrove 
1  o  treat  their  favourite  beft  ; 

But  founding  firings,  and  fruits,  and  wine. 

And  lawlefs  love,  in  vain  combine 
To  make  his  virtue  ilecp,  or  lull  his  foul  to  refl« 

He  fiLvV  the  tedious  round,  and,  with  a  figh, 

Pronounc'd  the  world  but  vanity. 

*'  hi  crowds  of  pleafure  ftill  i  nr.d 

"  A  painful  folitude  of  mind. 
?'  A  vacancy  v,ithiii  which  fenfe  can  ne'er  fupply. 

''  Kence,  and  be  gone,  ye  flattering  fiares^ 

**  Ye  vulgar  charms  of  eyes  and  cars, 

"Ye  unperforming  promifers  ! 

**  Be  all  my  bafer  paiTions  dead, 

"  A.nd  bafe  dcfires,  by  nature  made 
'*  For  animals  and  boys  : 

"  Man  has  a  reliih  more  rcfin'd, 

"  Souls  are  for  fecial  b'ifs  defign'd, 
.**  Give  me  a  blefhng  fit  to  match  my  mind, 
-'  A  kindred-foul  to  double  ar*d  to  Ihare  my  joys.'*^ 

Myrrha 
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Myrrha  appear'd  :  "  Serene  her  foul 
♦*  And  active  a^  the  lun,  yet  fleady  as  the  pole  : 
"  In  fofter  beauties  ihcne  her  face  ; 
*'  E\'ery  Mufe,  and  every  Grace, 
"  rviadc  her  heart  and  tongue  tlieir  feat, 
**  Her  heart  profufely  good,  her  tongue  divinely  fweet : 
'•  Myrrha  the  wonder  of  his  eyes  ;" 
His  heart  reccil'd  with  f.veet  farprife. 

With  joys  unknown  before  : 
His  foul  diliblv'd  in  pleafiug  pain, 
Fiow'd  to  his  eyes,  and  look'd  agarn. 

And  could  endure  no  more. 
"  Enough  !    (th'  impatient  hero  cries) 

**  And  feiz'd  her  to  his  breail, 
**  I  feek  no  more  below  the  fjcies, 

"  I  give  my  Haves  the  reft.'* 


To    DAVID     P  O  L  H  I  L  L,     Esq^ 

An  Anfwer  to  an  infamous  Satyr,  called,  **  Advice 
TO  A  Painter;"  u'ritten  by  a  namelefs  Author, 
againft  King  William  III,  of  Glorious  Memory^ 
1698. 

Sir, 
^TTHEN  you  put  this  fatyr  into  my  hand,   you 
^  ^     gave  me  the  occaficn  of  employing  my  pen  to 
anfwer  fo  detcibb'.e  a  wr^rlng  ;  which  might  be  done 


m; 


:h 


io8  \V  A  T  T  S '  s    POEMS. 

much  more  effectually  by  your  known  zeal  for  the  in- 
tereft  of  his  majelly,  your  counfels  and  your  courage 
employed  in  the  defence  of  your  king  and  country. 
And  fmce  you  provoked  me  to  write,  you  will  accept 
of  thofe  eitorts  of  my  loyalty  to  the  bell  of  kings,  ad- 
dreffed  to  one  of  the  moli  zealous  of  his  fubjeds,  by 

S  I   R, 

Your  moil  obedient  fervant, 

I.  W. 


PART      I. 

A  ND  muH  the  hero,  that  redcem'd  our  land, 
-'^^  Here  in  the  front  of  vice  and  fcandal  Hand  ? 
The  man  of  wondrous  foul,  that  fcorn'd  his  eafe. 
Tempting  the  winters,  and  the  faithlefs  feas. 
And  paid  an  annual  tribute  of  his  life 
To  guard  his  England  from  the  Irifh  knife. 
And  crufn  the  French  dragoon  ?  Mud  William's  name. 
That  brighteft  liar  that  gilds  the  wings  of  fame, 
William  the  brave,  the  pious,  and  the  jull. 
Adorn  thefe  gloomy  fcenes  of  tyranny  and  lull  ? 

Polhill,  my  blood  boils  higli,  my  fpirits  flame 
Can  your  zeal  deep  !   Or  are  your  paiTions  tame  ? 
^or  call  revenge  and  darknefs  on  the  Poet's  name 
Why  fmoke  the  Ikies  not  ?  Why  no  thunders  roll  ? 
Nor  kindlL-g  lightrings  blail  his  guilty  foul  ? 

Auda- 
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Audacious  wretch  !  to  ftab  a  monarch's  fame. 
And  fire  his  fubjeds  with  a  rebel-flame ; 
To  call  the  painter  to  his  black  defigns. 
To  draw  our  guardian's  face  in  hellilh  lines : 
Paiater,  beware  !  the  monarch  can  be  fliovvn 
Under  no  fliape  but  angels,  or  hus  own, 
Gabriel,  or  William,  on  the  Britifli  throne. 

O !  could  my  thought  but  grafp  the  vail  defiga. 
And  words  with  infinite  ideas  join, 
I'd  roufe  Apeiles,  from  his  iron  fleep. 
And  bid  him  trace  the  warrior  o'er  the  deep : 
Trace  him,  Apeiles,  o'er  the  Belgian  plain 
Fierce,  how  he  climbs  the  mountains  of  die  Hain 
Scattering  juft  vengeance  through  the  red  campaign 
Then  dafh  the  canvas  with  a  flying  ftroke. 
Till  it  be  lofl:  in  clouds  of  nre  and  fmoke. 
And  fay,    'Twas    thus  the   conqueror  through   the 

fquadrons  broke. 
Mark  him  again  emerging  from  the  cloud. 
Far  from  his  troops ;  there  like  a  rock  he  ftood 
His  country's  fmgle  barrier  in  a  fea  of  blcod. 
Calmly  he  leaves  the  pleafures  of  a  throne. 
And  his  Maria  weeping  ;  whilil  alone 
He  wards  the  fate  of  nations,  and  provokes  his  ow 
But  heaven  fecures  its  champion ;  o'er  the  field 
Paint  hovering  angels ;  though  they  fly  conceal'd. 
Each  intercepts  a  death,  and  wears  it  on  his  ftiield. 

Now,  noble  pencil,  lead  him  to  our  ifle, 
Mark  hew  the  Ikies  with  joyful  luHre  fmlle. 

Then 
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Then  imitate  the  glory ;  on  the  ftrand 
Spread  half  the  nation,  longing  till  he  land. 
Wa(h  off  the  blood,  and  take  a  peaceful  teint,  "j 

All  red  the  warrior,  white  the  ruler  paint ;  > 

Abroad  a  hero,  and  at  home  a  faint.  3 

Throne  him  on  high  upon  a  {iiining  feat,  "J 

Lufr  and  prophanenefs  dying  at  his  feet,  > 

While  round  his  head  the  laurel  and  the  olive  meet,    3 
The  cro'vvns  of  war  and  peace  ;  and  may  th:;y  blow 
With  flowery  blefiings  ever  on  his  brow. 
At  his  right  hand  pile  up  the  Englifli  laws 
In  facred  volumes  ;  thence  the  monarch  draws 

His  wife  and  jufl  commands 

PJfe,  ye  eld  fages  of  the  Britiili  ifle. 

On  the  fair  tablet  call  a  reverend  fmile. 

And  blefs  the  piece ;  thefe  Hatutes  are  your  own. 

That  fw-ay  the  cottage,  and  direcl  the  throne ; 

People  and  prince  are  one  in  William's  name. 

Their  joys,  their  dangers,  and  their  laws  the  fame. 

Let  liberty,  and  right,  with  plumes  difplay'd. 
Clap  their  glad  wings  around  their  guardian's  head. 
Religion  o'er  the  reft  her  flarry  pinions  fpread. 
Religion  guards  liim;  round  th'  imperial  queen 
Place  waiting  virtues,  each  of  heavenly  meinj 
Learn  their  bright  air,  and  paint  it  from  his  eyes ; 
The  jufi:,  the  bold,  the  temperate  and  the  wife 
Dwell  in  his  looks ;  majeitic,  but  fercne; 
Swctt,  with  no  fondncfs ;  chcarful,  but  not  vain  : 
Bright,  without  terror ;  great,  without  difdain-. 

His 
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Hi?  foul  infpires  us  what  his  lips  command. 
And  fpreads  his  brave  example  through  the  land : 

Not  fo  the  former  reigns  ; 

Bend  down  his  earth  to  each  affiidled  cry. 

Let  beams  of  grace  dart  gently  from  his  eye; 

But  the  bright  treafures  of  his  facred  breafl 

Are  too  divine,  too  vail:  to  be  exprell : 

Colours  mull:  fail  where  words  and  numbers  faint. 

And  leave  the  hero's  heart  for  thought  alone  to  paint. 


PART      IL 

"KT0\^%  Mufe,  purfue  the  fatyriit  again, 
^  ^    Wipe  off  the  blots  of  his  invenom'd  pen ; 
Hark,  how  he  bids  the  fervile  painter  draw. 
In  monftrous  ihapes,  the  patrons  of  our  law; 
At  one  flight  daili  he  cancels  every  name 
From  the  white  rolls  ofhoneily  and  fame; 
This  fcribbling  wretch  marks  all  he  meets  for  knave. 
Shoots  fudden  bolts  promifcuoas  at  the  bafe  and  brave. 
And  with  unpardonable  mance  fheds 
Poifon  and  fpite  on  undiilinguiiird  heads. 
Painter,  forbear  ;  or  if  thy  bolder  hand 
Dares  to  attempt  the  villains  of  the  land. 
Draw  nrft  this  poet,  like  fome  baleful  ftar. 
With  fiient  Inflaence  fhcdding  civil  war ; 
Or  faflious  trumpeter,  ivhcfe  magic  found 
Calls  off  the  fubjircts  to  the  hoiUle  ground, 
'  nd  fcatters  heliifli  feuds  the  nation  round. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  are  the  imps  of  hell,  that  curfed  tribe 

That  firft  create  the  plague,  and  then  the  pain  defcrib 

Draw  next  above,  the  great  ones  of  our  iile. 
Still  from  the  good  diftinguifliing  the  vile ; 
Seat  them  in  pomp,  in  grandeur,  and  command. 
Peeling  the  fubjeds  with  a  greedy  hand : 
Paint  forth  the  knaves  that  have  the  nation  fold. 
And  tinge  their  greedy  looks  with  fordid  gold. 
Mark  what  a  felfiih  fadlion  undermines 
The  pious  monarch's  generous  defigns. 
Spoil  their  own  native  land  as  vipers  do. 
Vipers  that  tear  their  mother's  bowels  through. 
Let  great  Naffau,  beneath  a  careful  crown. 
Mournful  in  majefty,  look  gently  down. 
Mingling  foft  pity  with  an  awful  frown  : 
He  grieves  to  fee  how  long  in  vain  he  ftrove 
To  make  us  bleft,  how  vain  his  labours  prove 
To  fave  the  ftubborn  land  he  condefcends  to  love. 


} 


To  the  Discontented  and  U  n  qjj  i  e  t. 
Imitated  partly  from  Cafmiire,  B.  IV.  Od.  15. 

"T  TAR  I  A,  there's  nothing  here  that's  free 

^      From  wearifome  anxiety  : 
And  the  whole  round  of  mortal  joys 
With  fhort  pofTeffion  tires  and  cloys : 
'Tis  a  dull  circle  that  we  tread, 
Juil:  from  the  v/mdow  to  the  bed. 

We 
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We  rife  to  fee  and  to  be  feen. 
Gaze  on  the  world  awhile,  and  then 
We  yawn,  and  ftretch  to  fleep  again. 
But  Fancy,  that  uneafy  gueft. 
Still  holds  a  longing  in  onr  breaft  : 
She  finds  or  frames  vexations  ftill. 
Herfelf  the  greateft  plague  we  feel. 
We  take  flrange  pleafure  in  our  pain. 
And  make  a  mountain  of  a  grain, 
AfTume  the  load,  and  pant  and  fweat 
Beneath  th'  imaginary  weight. 
With  our  dear  felves  we  live  at  ftrife. 
While  the  moft  conftant  fcenes  of  life 
From  peeviih  humours  are  not  free  | 
Still  we  affedl  variety :  -i:^ 

Rather  than  pafs  an  eafy  day. 
We  fret  and  chide  the  hours  away. 
Grow  weary  of  this  circling  fun. 
And  vex  that  he  (hould  ever  run 
The  fame  old  track ;  and  ftill,  and  ftlll 
Rife  red  behind  yon  eaftern  hUl, 

And  chide  the  moon  that  darts  her  light  '   ' 

Through  the  fame  cafement  every  night. 

We  Ihlft  our  chambers,  and  our  homes. 
To  dwell  where  trouble  never  comes ; 
Sylvia  has  left  the  city  crowd, 
Againft  the  court  exclaims  aloud. 
Flies  to  the  woods ;  a  hermitfaint ! 
She  loaths  her  patches,  pin«,  and  paint. 

Vol,  LVI.  .  I  Dear 


114  WATTS's    POEMS. 

pear  diamonds  from  her  neck  are  torn : 
But  Humour,  that  eternal  thorn. 
Sticks  in  her  heart :  She  is  harry'd  ftill, 
'Twixt  her  wild  paffions  and  her  will : 
Haunted  and  hagg'd  where-e'er  ihe  roves. 
By  purling  flreams,  and  filent  groves. 
Or  with  her  furies,  or  her  loves. 

Then  our  own  native  land  we  hate. 
Too  cold,  too  windy,  or  too  wet ; 
Change  the  thick  climate,  and  repair 
To  France  or  Italy  for  air ; 
In  vain  we  change,  in  vain  we  fly ; 
Go,  Sylvia,  mount  the  whirling  iky, 
Or  ride  upon  the  feather'd  uind 
In  vain  ;  if  this  difeafed  mind 
Clings  faft,  and  flill  fits  clofe  behind. 
Faithful  difeafe,  that  never  fails 
Attendance  at  her  lady's  fide. 
Over  the  defart  or  the  tide. 
On  rolling  wheels,  or  flying  fails, 

Happy  the  foul  that  virtue  fliows 
To  fix  the  place  of  her  repofe, 
Needlefs  to  move ;  for  flie  can  dwell 
In  her  old  grandfire's  hall  as  well. 
Virtue  that  never  loves  to  roam. 
But  fweetly  hides  herfelf  at  home. 
And  eafy  on  a  native  throne 
Of  humble  turf  fits  gently  down. 
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Yet  ihould  tumultuous  Horms  arife. 
And  mingle  earth,  and  feas,  and  flcies. 
Should  the  waves  fwell,  and  make  her  roll 
Acrofs  the  line,  or  near  the  pole, 
Siill  ihe's  at  peace  ;  for  well  ihe  knows 
To  launch  the  ftream  that  duty  Ihows, 
And  makes  her  home  where'er  ihe  goes. 
Bear  her,  ye  feas,  upon  your  breaft. 
Or  waft  her,  winds,  from  Eaft  to  Weft 
On  the  foft  air  ;  (he  cannot  find 
A  couch  fo  eafy  as  her  mind. 
Nor  breathe  a  climate  half  fo  kindv 


To    JOHN    HARTOPP,    Es(^ 

(Afterwards    Sir   John   Hartopp,    Bart.) 

Cafimlre,  Book  I.  Ode  4.  imitated. 

**  Vive  jucundae  metaens  juvents,"   &c. 

July,  1700. 

T     I V  E,  my  dear  Hartopp,  live  to-day, 
"•-^  Nor  let  the  fun  look  down  and  fay, 

"  Inglorious  here  he  lies  ;'* 
Shake  off  your  eafe,  and  fend  your  name 
To  immortality  and  fame. 

By  every  hour  that  flies. 

Youth's  a  foft  fcene,  but  trull  her  not : 
Her  airy  minutes,  fwifc  as  thought, 

I  2  Siid^ 
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Slide  ofF  the  flippery  fphere  ; 
Moons  with  their  months  make  hafty  rounds. 
The  fun  has  pafs*d  his  vernal  bounds. 

And  whirls  about  the  year. 

l,et  folly  drefs  in  green  and  red. 
And  gird  her  wafte  with  flowing  gold. 
Knit  blufhing  rofes  round  her  head, 
Alas !  the  gaudy  colours  fade. 

The  garment  waxes  old. 
Hartopp,  mark  the  withering  rofe. 
And  the  pale  gold  how  dim  it  fhows ! 

Bright  and  lading  blifs  below 

Is  all  romance  and  dream  ; 
Only  the  joys  celeflial  flow 

In  an  eternal  ftream. 
The  pleafures  that  the  fmiling  day 

With  large  right  hand  bellows, 
Falfely  her  left  conveys  away. 

And  fhuffles  in  our  woes. 
So  have  I  feen  a  mother  play. 

And  cheat  her  filly  child. 
She  gave  and  took  a  toy  away. 

The  infant  cry'd  and  fmil'd. 

Airy  chance,  and  iron  fate. 
Hurry  and  vex  our  mortal  ftate. 
And  all  the  race  of  ills  create  ; 
Now  fiery  joy,  now  fullen  grief. 
Commands  the  reins  of  human  life. 

The 
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The  wheels  impetuous  roll  j 
The  harneft  hours  and  minutes  ftrive. 
And  days  with  ftretching  pinions  drive- 

-down  fiercely  on  the  goal. 

Not  half  fo  faft  the  galley  flies 

O'er  the  Venetian  fea. 
When  fails,  and  oars,  and  labouring  Ikies, 

Contend  to  make  her  way. 
Swift  wings  for  all  the  flying  hours 

The  God  of  time  prepares. 
The  reft  lie  ftill  yet  in  their  neft 

And  grow  for  future  years. 


To    THOMAS     GUNSTON,    Es<^ 

HAPPY    SOLITUDE. 

Cafimire,  Book  IV.  Ode  12.  imitated, 

"  Quid  me  latentem,"  &c. 

170©. 

rip  HE  noify  vyorld  complains  of  me 
-■-    That  I  fliould  fhun  their  fight,  and  flee 
Vifits,  and  crowds,  and  company. 
Gunfton,  the  lark  dwells  in  her  neft 

Till  flie  afcend  the  ikies  ; 
And  in  my  clofet  I  could  reft 
Till  to  the  heavens  I  rife, 

1 3  Vet 
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Yet  they  will  urge,  **  This  private  life 

"  Can  never  make  you  bleft, 

"  And  twenty  doors  are  ftill  at  i^rife 
"  T'engage  you  for  a  gueft." 
Friend,  fliould  the  towers  of  VVindfor  or  Whitehall 

Spread  open  their  inviting  gates 

To  make  my  entertainment  gay ; 

I  would  obey  the  royal  call. 
But  fhort  fhould  be  my  Hay, 

Since  a  diviner  fervice  waits 
T 'employ  my  hours  at  home,  and  better  fill  the  day. 

When  I  within  myfelf  retreat, 

I  fiiut  my  doors  againfi  the  great ; 

My  bufy  eye-balls  inward  roll, 

-And  there  with  large  farvey  I  fee 

All  the  wide  theatre  of  Me, 
And  view  the  various -fcenes  of  my  retiring  foul; 
There  I  walk  o'er  the  mazes  I  have  trod. 
While  hope  and  fear  are  in  a  doubtful  ftrife. 

Whether  this  Opera  of  life 
Be  a\5led  well  to  gain  the  Plaudit  of  my  God. 

There's  a  day  hailening,   ('tis  an  awful  day  !) 
When  the  great  fovei  eign  fhall  at  large  review 

All  that  we  fpeak,  and  all  we  do. 
The  feveral  parts  v/e  ad  on  this  wide  ftage  of  clay : 

Thefe  he  approves,  and  thofe  he  blames. 
And  crov/ns  perhaps  a  porter,  and  a  prince  he  damns. 
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O  if  the  judge  from  his  tremendous  feat 
Shall  not  condemn  what  I  have  done, 
I  fhall  be  happy  though  unknown. 

Nor  need  the  gazing  rabble,  nor  the  fhouting  llreet. 

I  hate  the  Glory,  friend,  that  fprings 
From  vulgar  breath,  and  empty  found  ; 
Fame  mounts  her  upward  with  a  flattering  gale 

Upon  her  airy  wings. 
Till  Envy  (hoots,  and  Fame  receives  the  wound  : 
Then  her  flagging  pinions  fail, 
Down  glory  falls,  and  ftrikes  the  ground. 
And  breaks  her  batter'd  limbs. 
Rather  let  me  be  quite  conceal'd  from  Fame ; 
How  happy  I  ftiould  lie 
In  fweet  obfcurity. 
Nor  the  loud  wor'd  pronounce  my  little  name ! 
Here  I  could  live  and  die  alone ; 
Or  if  fociety  be  due 
To  keep  our  tafte  of  pleafure  new, 
Gunllon,  I'd  live  and  die  with  you. 
For  both  our  fouls  are  one. 

Here  we  could  fit  and  pafs  the  hour. 
And  pity  kingdoms,  and  their  kings.. 
And  fmile  at  all  their  fhining  things. 
Their  toys  of  ftate,  and  images  of  power ; 
Virtue  ihould  dwell  within  our  feat. 
Virtue  alone  could  make  it  fweet. 
Nor  is  herfelf  fecure,  but  in  a  dole  retreat* 

1 4  While 
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While  fhe  withdraws  from  public  praife. 
Envy  perhaps  v/ould  ceafe  to  rail. 
Envy  itfelf  may  innocently  gaze 
At  beauty  in  a  vail : 
But  if  fhe  once  advance  to  light. 
Her  charms  are  loft  in  Envy's  fight. 
And  Virtue  ftands  the  mark  of  univerfal  fpight. 

To    JOHN    HARTOPP,    Esq. 
(Afterwards    Sir   John    H  a  r  t  o  p  p,    Bart.) 

THE    DISDAIN. 


1700. 


HARTOPP,  I  love  the  foul  that  dares 
Tread  the  temptations  of  his  years 

Beneath  his  youthful  feet : 
Fleetwood  and  all  thy  heavenly  line 
Look  through  the  ftars,  and  fmile  divine 

Upon  an  heir  fo  great. 
Young  Hartopp  knows  this  noble  theme. 
That  the  wild  fcenes  of  bufy  life. 
The  noife,  th'  amufements,  and  the  ftrife. 
Are  but  the  vifions  of  the  night. 
Gay  phantoms  of  delufive  light. 

Or  a  vexatious  dream. 

Flefli  is  the  vileft  and  the  leaft 

Ingredient  of  our  frame  : 
We're  born  to  live  above  the  beafl. 

Or  quit  the  manly  name. 


Pleaftires 
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Pleafures  of  fenfe  we  leave  for  boys ; 
Be  Ihining  duft  the  mifer's  food ; 
Let  fancy  feed  on  fame  and  noife. 
Souls  mull  purfue  diviner  joys. 
And  feize  th'  immortal  good. 

To    MITIO,     MY     FRIEND. 
An    epistle. 

■pORGIVE  me,  Mitio,  that  there  ftiould  be  any 
-■'  mortifying  lines  in  the  folio vving  poems  infcribed 
to  you,  fo  foon  after  your  entrance  into  that  ftate  which 
was  defigned  for  the  compleatefl  happinefs  on  earth  : 
But  you  will  quickly  difcover,  that  the  Mufe  in  the  firft 
poem  only  repr-  fonts  the  fhades  and  dark  colours  that 
melancholy  throws  upon  love,  and  the  fecial  life.  In 
the  fecond,  perhaps  Ihe  indulges  her  own  bright  ideas 
a  little.  Yet  if  the  accounts  are  but  well  balanced  at 
lafl,  and  things  fet  in  a  due  light,  I  hops  there  is  no 
ground  for  cenfure.  Here  you  will  find  an  attempt 
made  to  talk  of  one  of  the  moft  important  concerns  of 
human  nature  in  verfe,  and  that  with  a  folemnity  be- 
coming the  argument.  I  have  baniihcd  grimace  and 
ridicule,  that  perfons  of  the  moil  ferious  character  may 
read  without  oiFence.  What  was  written  feveral  years, 
ago  to  yourfelf  is  now  permitted  to  entertain  the  world  ; 
but  you  may  affume  it  to  yourfelf  as  a  private  enter- 
tainment ftill,  while  you  lie  concealed  behind  a  feigned 
nan\e, 
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The     MOURNIN  G-P  I  E  C  E. 

T     IFE'.^  a  long  tragedy  :  This  globe  the  ftage, 
•*— '  Well  fix'd  and  well  adorn'd  with  ftrong  machines. 
Gay  fields,  and  fkies,  and  feas :  The  adors  many : 
The  plot  immenfe  :  A  flight  of  demons  fit 
On  every  failing  cloud  with  fatal  purpofe  ; 
And  Ihoots  acrofs  the  fcenes  ten  thoufand  arrows 
Perpetual  and  unfeen,  headed  with  pain. 
With  forrow,  infamy,  difeafe,  and  death. 
The  pointed  plagues  fly  filent  through  the  air. 
Nor  twangs  the  bow,  yet  fure  and  deep  the  wound. 

Dianthe  ails  her  little  part  alone. 
Nor  wiih-s  an  aiTociate.     Lo  Ihe  glides 
Single  through  all  the  florm,  and  more  fecure ; 
Lefs  are  her  dangers,  and  her  breaft  receives 
The  fjwell  darts.     *^  Bat,  O  my  lov'd  Marilla, 
*'  My  iiller,  once  my  friend,   (Dianthe  cries) 
- -'  How  much  art  thou  expos'd  !  Thy  growing  foul 
*'  Doubled  in  wedlock,  multiply'd  in  children, 
**  Stands  but  the  broader  mark  for  all  the  mifchiefs 
**  That  rove  promifcuous  o'er  the  mortal  ftage  ; 
^'  Chiidi  en,  thofe  dear  young  limbs,  thofe  tendereft.pieces 
^'  Of  your  own  fleih,  thofe  little  other  felves, 
*■'  Kow  they  dilate  the  heart  to  wide  dimenflons, 
"  And  foften  every  fibre  to  improve 
**  The  mother's  fad  capacity  of  pain  I 
*'  I  mourn  Fidelio  too  ;  though  heaven  has  chofe 
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"  A  favouiite  mate  for  him,  of  all  her  (itx 

*'  The  pride  and  flower  :  How  blefl  the  lovely  pair, 

'*  Beyond  expreffion,  if  well  mingled  loves 

"  And  woes  well  mingled  could  improve  our  blifs  \ 

**  Amidll:  the  rugged  cares  of  life  behold 

*'  The  father  and  the  hufband ;  flattering  names, 

*'  That  fpread  his  title,  and  enlarge  his  ihare 

"  Of  common  wretchednefs.     He  fondly  hopes 

"  To  multiply  his  joys,  but  every  hour 

"  Renews  the  difappointment  and  the  fmart, 

*'  There  not  a  wound  aflli6ls  the  meanefi:  joint 

**  Of  his  fair  partner,  or  her  infant-'train, 

*'  (Sweet  babes  !)  but  pierces  to  his  inmofl:  foul. 

'*  Strange  is  thy  power,  O  Love  !  what  numerous  veins^, 

*'  And  arteries,  and  arms,  and  hands,  and  eyes, 

*'  Are  link'd  and  faften'd  to  a  lover's  heart, 

**  By  flrong  but  fecret  ftrings  I  With  vain  attempt 

"  We  put  the  Stoic  on,  in  vain  we  try 

"  To  break  the  ties  of  nature  and  of  blood  ; 

*'  Thole  hidden  threads  maintain  the  dear  communion 

*'  Inviolably  firm ;  their  thrilling  motions, 

*'  Reciprocal  give  endlefs  fympathy 

*'  In  all  the  bitters  and  the  fweets  of  life. 

*'  Thrice  happy  man,  if  pleafure  only  knew 

*'  Thefe  avenues  of  love  to  reach  our  fouls, 

*'  And  pain  had  never  found  them  !" 

Thus  fang  the  tuneful  maid,  fearful  to  try 
The  bold  experiment.     Gic  Daphnia  came. 
And  oft  NarcilTus,  rivals  cf  her  heart. 

Luring 
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Luring  her  eyes  with  trifles  dipt  in  gold. 

And  the  gay  filken  bondage.     Firm  fhe  ftood. 

And  bold  repuls'd  the  bright  temptation  ftill. 

Nor  put  the  chains  on  ;  dangerous  to  try. 

And  hard  to  be  dilTolv'd.     Yet  rifmg  tears 

Sate  on  her  eye-lids,  while  her  numbers  flow'd 

Harmonious  lorrow ;  and  the  pitying  drops 

Stole  down  her  cheeks,  to  mourn  the  haplefs  Hate 

Of  mortal  love.     Love,  thou  bell  bleffing  fent 

To  foften  life,  and  make  our  iron  cares 

Eafy  :  But  thy  own  cares  of  fofter  kind 

Give  {harper  wounds  :  They  lodge  too  near  the  heart. 

Beat,  like  the  pulfe,  perpetual,  and  create 

A  ftrange  uncafy  fenfe,  a  tempting  pain. 

Say,  my  companion  Mitio,  fpeak  fmcere, 
(For  thou  art  learned  now)  what  anxious  thoughts. 
What  kind  perplexities  tumultuous  rife. 
If  but  the  abfence  of  a  day  divide 
Tnee  from  thy  fair  beloved  !  Vainly  fmiles 
The  chearfal  fun,  and  night  with  radiant  eyes 
Twinkles  in  vain  :  The  region  of  thy  foul 
Is  darknefs,  till  thy  better  ftar  appear. 
Tell  me,  what  toil,  what  torment  to  fullain 
The  rolling  burden  of  the  tedious  hours  ? 
The  tedious  hours  are  ages.     Fancy  roves 
Keillefs  in  fond  inquiry,  nor  believes 
Charifia  {aft :  Charifia,  in  whofe  life 
Thy  life  con  fills,  and  in  her  comfort  thine. 
J^'car  and  fiirmiie  put  on  a  thoufand  forms 
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Of  dear  difquietude,  and  round  thine  ears 

Whifper  ten  thoufand  dangers,  endlefs  woes. 

Till  thy  frame  fhudders  at  her  fancy'd  death ; 

Then  dies  my  Mitio,  and  his  blood  creeps  cold 

Through  every  vein.     Speak,  does  the  llranger  Muf« 

Call  happy  guefTes  at  the  unknown  paifion. 

Or  has  ihe  fabled  all  ?  Inform  me,  friend. 

Are  half  thy  joys  fincere  ?  Thy  hopes  fuifill'd 

Or  fruftrate  ?  Here  commit  thy  fecret  griefs 

To  faithful  ears,  and  be  they  bury'd  here 

In  friendihip  and  oblivion ;  left  they  fpoil 

Thy  new-born  pleafures  with  diftafteful  gall. 

Nor  let  thine  eye  too  greedily  drink  in 

The  frightful  profpedt,  wlien  untimely  death 

Shall  make  wild  inroads  on  a  parent's  heart. 

And  his  dear  offspring  to  the  cruel  grave 

Are  dragg'd  in  fad  fucceffion,  while  his  foul 

Is  torn  away  piece-meal :  Thus  dies  the  wretch 

A  various  death,  and  frequent,  ere  he  quit 

The  theatre,  and  make  his  Exit  final. 

But  if  his  deareft  half,  his  faithful  mate 
Survive,  and  in  the  fvveeteil  faddeft  airs 
Of  love  and  grief,  approach  with  trembling  hand 
To  clofe  his  fwimming  eyes,  what  double  pangs. 
What  racks,  what  twinges  rend  his  heart-ftrings  off 
From  the  fair  bofom  of  that  fellow-dove 
He  leaves  behind  to  mourn  r  What  jealous  cares 
Hang  on  his  parting  foul,  to  think  his  love 
Expos'd  to  wild  oppreffion,  and  the  herd 

Of 
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Of  favage  men  ?  So  parts  the  dying  turtle 
With  fobbing  accents,  with  fuch  fad  regret 
Leaves  his  kind  feather'd  mate :  The  widow  bird 
Vv^anders  in  lonefome  fiiades,  forgets  her  food. 
Forgets  her  life ;  or  falls  a  fpeedier  prey- 
To  talon'd  faulcons,  and  the  crooked  beak 
Of  hawks  athiril:  for  blood • 

The     second     PART:     Or, 
The    Bright    Vision. 

THUS  far  the  Mufe,  in  unaccuftom'd  mood. 
And  llrains  unpleafmg  to  a  lover's  ear. 
Indulged  a  gloom  of  thought ;  and  thus  fhe  fang 
Partial ;  for  Melancholy's  hateful  form 
Stood  by  in  fable  robe  :  The  penfive  Mufe 
Survey'd  the  darkfome  fcenes  of  life,  and  fought 
Some  bright  relieving  glimpfe,  fome  cordial  ray 
In  the  fair  world  of  love :  But  while  fhe  gaz'd 
Delightful  on  the  ftate  of  twin-born  fouls 
United,  blefs'd,  the  cruel  fhade  apply 'd 
A  dark  long  tube,  and  a  falfe  rindur'd  glafs 
Deceitful ;  blending  love  and  life  at  once 
In  darknefs,  chaos,  and  the  common  mafs 
Of  mifery  :  Now  Urania  feels  the  cheat. 
And  breaks  the  liated  opdc  in  difdain. 
Swift  vaniflies  the  fallen  form,  and  lo 
The  fcene  fliines  bright  with  blifs :  Behold  the  place 
Vhere  mifchiefs  never  fly^  cares  never  come 
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With  wrinkled  brow,  nor  anguifh,  nor  difeafe. 
Nor  malice  forky-tongued.     On  this  dear  fpot, 
Mitio,  my  love  would  fix  and  plant  thy  ftation 
To  a(5l  thy  part  of  life,  ferene  and  blell 
With  the  fair  confort  fitted  to  thy  heart. 

Sure  'tis  a  \ifion  of  that  happy  grove 
Where  the  firil  authors  of  our  mournful  race 
Liv'd  in  fweet  partnerfhip  !  one  hoar  they  liv'd. 
But  chang'd  the  tailed  blifs  (imprudent  pair  !) 
For  fin,  and  fhame,  and  this  wafle  wildemefs 
Of  briars,  and  nine  hundred  years  of  pain. 
The  wilhing  Mufe  new-dreffes  the  fair  garden 
Amid  this  defert- world,  with  budding  blifs. 
And  ever-greens,  and  balms,  and  flowery  beauties 
Without  one  dangerous  tree  :  There  heavenly  dews 
Nightly  defcending  (hall  impearl  the  grafs 
And  verdant  herbage  ;  drops  of  fragrancy 
Sit  trembling  on  the  fpires  :  The  fpicy  vapours 
Rife  with  the  dawn,  and  through  the  air  diiFus'd 
Salute  your  waking  fenfes  v/iih  perfum.e  : 
While  vital  fruits  with  their  ambrofial  jaice 
Renew  life's  purple  flood  and  fountain,  pure 
From  vicious  taint ;  and  with  your  innocence 
Immortalize  the  ftruclure  of  your  clay. 
On  this  new  paradife  the  cloudlefs  f^ies 
Shall  fmile  perpetual,  while  the  lamp  of  day 
With  flames  unfully'd  (as  the  fabled  torch 
Of  Hymen)  meafures  out  your  golden  hours 
Along  his  azure  road.     The  nuptial  moon 
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In  milder  rays  ferene,  ihould  nightly  rife 

Full  orb*d  (if  heaven  and  nature  will  indulge 

So  fair  an  emblem)  big  with  filver  joys. 

And  ftill  forget  her  wane.     The  feather'd  choir. 

Warbling  their  Maker's  praife  on  early  wing, 

Or  perch'd  on  evening-bough,  fhall  join  your  worfhip. 

Join  your  fweet  vefpers,  and  the  morning  fong. 

O  facred  fymphony !  Hark,  through  the  grove 
I  hear  the  found  divine  !   I'm  all  attention. 
All  ear,  all  extafy  ;  unknown  delight ! 
And  the  fair  Mufe  proclaims  the  heaven  below. 

Not  the  feraphic  minds  of  high  degree 
Difdain  converfe  with  men  :  Again  returning 
I  fee  th'  ethereal  holl:  on  downward  wing. 
Lo,  at  the  eaftern  gate  young  cherubs  ftand 
Guardians,  commifTion'd  to  convey  their  joys 
To  earthly  lovers.     Go,  ye  happy  pair. 
Go  tafte  their  banquet,  learn  the  nobler  pleafures 
Supernal,  and  from  brutal  dregs  refin'd. 
Raphael  fiiall  teach  thee,  friend,  exalted  thoughts 
And  intelledlual  blifs.     'Twas  Raphael  taught 
The  patriarch  of  our  progeny  th'  affairs 
Of  heaven  :   (So  Milton  fings,  enlightened  bard  I 
Nor  mifs'd  his  eyes,  when  in  fublimeft  Ilrain 
The  angel's  great  narration  he  repeats 
To  Albion's  fons  high  favour'd.)     Thou  ihalt  leam 
Celeftial  Icflbns  from  his  awful  tongue  ; 
And  with  foft  grace  and  interwoven  loves 
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(Grateful  digreflion)  all  his  words  rehearfe 

To  thy  CharhTa's  ear,  and  charm  her  foul. 

Thus  with  divine  difcourfe,  in  Ihady  bowers 

Of  Eden,  our  firft  father  entertain'd 

Eve  his  fole  auditrefs  j  and  deep  difpute 

With  conjugal  carefTes  on  her  hp 

Solv'd  eafy,  and  abftrufeil  thoughts  reveal'd. 

Now  the  day  wears  apace,  now  Mitio  comes 
From  his  bright  tutor,  and  finds  out  his  mate. 
Behold  the  dear  aiTociates  feated  low 
On  humble  turf,  with  rofe  and  myrtle  ftrow'd ; 
But  high  their  conference  !  how  felf-fuffic'd 
Lives  their  eternal  Maker,  girt  around 
With  glories :  arm'd  with  thunders ;  and  his  throne 
Mortal  accefs  forbids,  projedling  far 
Splendors  unfuiFerable  and  radiant  death. 
With  reverence  and  abafement  deep  they  fall 
Before  his  Sovereign  Majeiiy,  to  pay 
Due  worihip :  Then  his  mercy  on  their  fouls 
Smiles  with  a  gentler  ray,  but  fovereign  Hill ; 
And  leads  their  meditation  and  difcourfe 
Long  ages  backward,  and  acrofs  the  feas 
To  Bethlehem  of  Judah  :  There  the  fon, 
The  filial  godhead,  charader  exprefs 
Of  brightnefs  inexprefiible,  laid  by 
His  beamy  robes,  and  made  defcent  to  earth : 
Sprung  from  the  fons  of  Adam  he  became 
A  fecond  father,  ftudious  to  regain 
Loll  paradife  for  men,  and  purchafe  heaven* 
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The  lovers  with  indearment  mutual  thus 
Promifcuous  talk'd,  and  quellions  intricate 
His  manly  judgement  flill  refolv'd,  and  ftill 
Held  her  attention  fix'd  :  fhe  mufmg  fat 
On  the  fweet  mention  of  incarnate  love. 
Till  rapture  wak'd  her  voice  to  fofteft  llrains. 
*'  She  fang  the  Infant  God;   (myllerious  theme  !) 
*'  How  vile  his  birth-place,  and  his  cradle  vile  ! 
*'  The  ox  and  afs  his  mean  companions ;  there 
"  In  habit  vile  the  fhepherds  flock  around, 
"  Saluting  the  great  mother,  and  adore 
**  Ifrael's  anointed  King,  the  appointed  heir 
"  Of  the  creation.     How  debas'd  he  lies 
"  Beneath  his  regal  flate  ;  for  thee,  my  Mitio, 
*'  Debas'd  in  fervile  form  ;  but  angels  Hood 
*'  Miniftering  round  their  charge  v/ith  folded  wings 
*'  Obfequious,   though  unfeen ;  while  lightfome  hours 
*'  Fulfill'd  the  day,  and  the  grey  evening  rofe. 
**  Then  the  fair  guardians  hovering  o'er  his  head 
•*  Wakeful  ail  night,  drive  the  foul  fpirits  far, 
*'  And  with  their  fanning  pinions  purge  the  air 
**  From  bufy  phantoms,  from  infe(n:ious  damps, 
*'  And  impure  taint ;  while  their  ambrofial  plumes 
*'  A  dewy  flumber  on  his  fenfes  fhed. 
"  Alternate  hymns  the  heavenly  watchers  fung 
"  Melodious,  foothing  the  furrounding  fhades, 
*'  And  kept  the  darknefs  challe  and  holy.     Then 
**  Midnight  was  charm'd,  and  all  her  gazing  eyes 
*'  Wonder'd  to  fee  their  mighty  Maker  fleep. 
*'  Behold  the  glooms  difperfe,  the  rofy  morn 
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"  Smiles  in  the  Eaft  with  eye-lids  opening  fair, 
'*  But  not  fo  fair  as  thine ;  O  I  could  fold  Thee, 
'*  My  young  Almighty,  my  Creator-Babe, 
*'  For  ever  in  thefe  arms !  For  ever  dwell 
*'  Upon  thy  lovely  form  with  gazing  joy, 
*'  And  every  pulfe  fhould  beat  feraphic  love ! 
*'  Around  my  feat  ihould  crouding  cherubs  come 
**  Vv^ith  fwift  ambition,  zealous  to  attend 
'*  Their  prince,  and  form  a  heaven  below  the  fky. 

*'  Forbear,  ChariiTa,  O  forbear  the  thought 
*■'  Of  female-fondnefs,  and  forgive  the  man 
*'  That  interrupts  fuch  melting  harmony  !" 
Thus  Mitio;  and  awakes  her  nobler  powers 
To  pay  jufl:  worfliip  to  the  facred  King, 
Jefus,  the  God;  nor  with  devotion  pure 
Mix  the  carefles  of  her  fofter  fex ; 
(Vain  blandifhment ! )  "  Come,  turn  thine  eyes  afide 
"  From  Bethlehem,  and  climb  up  the  doleful  Heep 
**  Of  bloody  Calvary,  where  naked  fculls 
'*  Pave  the  fad  road,  and  fright  the  traveller. 
**  Can  my  Beloved  bear  to  trace  the  feet 
**  Of  her  Redeemer  panting  up  the  hill 
"  Hard  burden'd?  Can  thy  heart  attend  his  crofs? 
*'  Nail'd  to  the  cruel  wood,  he  groans,  he  dies, 
*'  For  thee  he  dies.     Beneath  thy  lins  and  mine 
"  (Horrible  load  1)  the  fmful  Saviour  groans, 
"  And  in  fierce  anguifh  of  his  foul  expires. 
**  Adoring  angels  pry  with  bending  head 
'f  Searching  the  deep  contrivance,  and  admire 
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"  This  infinite  defign.     Here  peace  is  made 

*'  'T-vvL\t  God  the  Sovereign,  and  the  rebel  man  : 

*'  Here  Satan  overthrow^n  with  all  his  hofls 

"  In  fecond  ruin  rages  and  defpairs ; 

**  Malice  itfelf  defpairs.     The  captive  prey 

"  Long  held  in  llavery  hopes  a  fvveet  releafe, 

'f  And  Adam's  ruin'd  offspring  Ihall  revive 

*'  Thus  ranlom'd  from  the  greedy  jaws  of  death." 

The  fair  difciple  heard ;  her  palTions  move 
Harmonious  to  the  great  difcourfe,  and  breathe 
Refin'd  devotion  :  while  new  fmiles  of  love 
Repay  her  teacher.     Both  with  bended  knees 
Read  o'er  the  covenant  of  eternal  life 
Brought  down  to  men  ;  feal'd  by  the  facred  Three 
In  heaven ;  and  feal'd  on  earth  v/ith  God's  own  blood. 
Here  they  unite  their  names  again,  and  fign 
Thofe  peaceful  articles.     (Hail,  bleft  co-heirs 
Celeftial !   Ye  Ihall  grow  to  manly  age. 
And,  fpite  of  earth  and  hell,  in  feafon  due 
PoiTefs  the  fair  inheritance  above.) 
With  joyous  admiration  they  furvey 
The  gofpel  treafures  infinite,  unfeen 
By  mortal  eye,  by  mortal  ear  unheard. 
And  unconceiv'd  by  thought :  Riches  divine 
And  honours  which  the  Almighty  Father  God 
Pour'd  with  immenfe  profufion  on  his  Son, 
High  treafurer  of  heaven.     The  Son  beftcws 
The  life,  the  love,  the  bleffing,  and  the  joy 
On  bankrupt  mortals  who  believe  and  love 

His 
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His  name.     "  Then,  my  Charifia,  all  is  thine. 

**■  And  thine,  my  Mitio,  the  fair  faint  replies. 

*'  Life,  death,  the  world  below,  and  worlds  on  high, 

"  And  place,  and  time,  are  ours ;  and  things  to  come, 

"  And  pall,  and  prefent;  for  our  intereft  Hands 

**  Firm  in  our  myftic  head,  the  title  fure. 

"■  'Tis  for  our  health  and  fweet  refrefnment,  (while 

*'  We  fojourn  ftrangers  here)  the  fruitful  earth 

*'  Bears  plenteous ;  and  revolving  feafons  ftill 

"  Drefs  her  vaft  globe  in  various  ornament. 

"  For  us  this  chearful  fun  and  chearful  Hght 

'*  Diurnal  Ihine.     This  blue  expanfe  of  iky 

"  Hangs  a  rich  canopy  above  our  heads, 

*'  Covering  our  {lumbers,  all  with  frarry  gold 

*'  Inwr«cght,  when  night  alternates  her  return. 

''  For  us  time  wears  his  \^ings  out :  Nature  keeps 

*'  Her  wheels  in  motion  :  and  her  fabrick  Hands. 

"  Glories  beyond  our  ken  of  mortal  fight 

*'  Are  now  preparing,  and  a  maniion  fair 

**  Awaits  us,  where  the  faints  unbody'd  live. 

"  Spirits  released  from  clay,  and  purg'd  from  fin  : 

*'  Thither  our  hearts  with  moll:  incelTant  wiih 

"  Panting  afpire ;  when  fhall  that  dearefl  hour 

*'  Shine  and  releafe  us  hence,  and  bear  us  high, 

*'  Bear  us  at  once  unfever'd  to  our  better  home  ?" 

O  bleil:  connubial  Hate  I  O  happy  pair, 
Envy'd  by  yet  unfociated  fouls 
Who  feek  their  faithful  twins !   Your  pleafures  rife 
Sweet  as  the  morn,  advancing  as  the  day, 

K  T.  Fervent 
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Fervent  as  glorious  noon,  ferenely  calm 

As  rummer-evenings.     The  vile  fons  cf  earth 

G/oveling  in  duU  with  all  their  noify  jars 

Reftlefs,  fhall  interrupt  your  joys  no  more 

Than  barking  animals  airrlght  the  moon 

Sublime,  and  riding  in  her  midnight  way. 

Friendfhip  and  love  fhall  undiiUnguifn'd  reign 

O'er  all  your  paffions  with  unrival'd  fway 

IVlur  al  and  everlafting  :  Friendihip  knows 

No  property  ia  good,  but  all  things  common 

That  each  pofieifes,  as  the  light  or  air 

In  which  we  breathe  and  live :  There's  not  one  thought 

Can  lurk  in  clofe  referve,  no  harriers  fix'd. 

But  every  pafiage  open  as  the  day 

To  one  another's  breaft,  a;id  inmoll:  mind. 

Thus  by  communion  your  delight  ihall  grow. 

Thus  flreams  of  mingled  blifs  fwell  higher  as  they 

Thus  angels  mix  their  flames,  and  more  divinely  g! 

The     third     PART:     Or, 

The   Account  salanced. 

Q  H  O  U  L  D  fovereign  love  before  me  iland, 
^  With  all  his  trai?.  of  pomp  and  ilate. 
And  bid  the  daring  Mufe  relate 

His  comforts  and  his  cares ; 
Mitio,  I  would  not  afk  the  fand 
For  metaphors  t'  exprefs  their  weight. 
Nor  borrow  numbers  froro^ihe  ilars. 


flow,  i 
ylow.  J 
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Thy  cares  and  comforts,  fovereign  Love, 

Vaftly  out-weigh  the  fand  below. 

And  to  a  larger  audit  grow 

Than  all  tlie  liars  above. 

Thy  mighty  lofTes  and  thy  gains 

Are  their  own  mutual  meafures  ; 
Only  the  man  that  knows  thy  pains 

Can  reckon  up  thy  plealures. 

Say,  Damon,  fay,  hov/  bright  the  fcene, 

Damon  is  half-divinely  bleft. 
Leaning  his  head  on  his  Florella's  breaft. 
Without  a  jealous  thought,  or  bufy  care  between : 

Then  the  fweet  pafTions  mix  and  Ihare  ; 

Florella  tells  thee  all  her  heart. 
Nor  can  thy  foul's  remoteft  part 
Conceal  a  thought  or  \\\\h.  from  the  beloved  fair. 

Say,  what  a  pitch  thy  pleafures  fly. 
When  friendfhip  all-fincere  grows  up  to  ecftacy. 
Nor  felf  contrads  the  blifs,  nor  vice  pollutes  the  joy. 

While  thy  dear  oiFspring  round  thee  fit. 
Or  fpordng  innocently  at  thy  feet 
Thy  kindeft  thoughts  engage  : 

Thofe  little  images  of  thee. 

What  pretty  toys  of  youth  they  be. 
And  growing  props  of  age  1 

But  fhort  is  earthly  blifs  !  The  changing  wind 
Blows  from  the  f.ckly  South,  and  brings 

Malignant  fevers  on  its  fultry  wings, 
Reientlefs  death  fits  clofe  behind ; 

K'4  New 
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Now  gafping  infants,  and  a  wife  in  tears, 

V/ith  piercing  groans  falutes  his  ears. 
Through  every  vein  the  thrilling  torments  roll ; 

While  fweet  and  bitter  are  at  llrife 

In  thofe  dear  miferies  of  life, 
Thofe  tenderell  pieces  of  his  bleeding  foul. 

The  pleafmg  (qtSq  of  love  awhile 
Mixt  with  the  heart-ake  may  the  pain  beguile. 

And  make  a  feeble  fight : 
Till  forrows  like  a  gloomy  deluge  rife. 

Then  every  fmiling  pafilon  dies. 

And  hope  alone  with  wakeful  eyes 
Darkling  and  folitary  v/alts  the  llovv-returning  light. 

Here  then  let  my  ambition  reil. 
May  I  be  moderately  blell 
When  I  the  laws  of  Love  obey  : 
Let  but  my  pleafure  ar.d  my  pain 
In  equal  balance  ever  reign. 
Or  mount  by  turns  and  fink  again. 
And  fhare  jull  meafures  of  alternate  fway. 
So  Damon  hves,  and  ne'er  complains; 
Scarce  can  we  hope  diviner  fcenes 

On  this  dull  ftage  of  clay  : 
The  tribes  beneath  the  northern  Bear 
Submit  to  darknefs  half  the  year. 
Since  half  the  year  is  day. 


On 
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On  the  Death  of  the  Duke  of  Gloucester, 
juft  after  Mr.  D  r  y  d  e  n. 

An     epigram. 

1700. 

DRYDEN  is  dead,  Dryden  alone  could  fmg 
The  full-grown  glories  of  a  future  king. 
Now  Glofter  dies  :  Thus  leffer  heroes  live 
By  that  immortal  breath  that  Poets  give ; 
And  fcarce  revive  the  Mufe :  But  William  Hands, 
Nor  alks  his  honours  from  the  Poet's  hands, 
William  fhall  fhine  without  a  Dryden's  praife. 
His  laurels  are  not  grafted  on  the  bays. 

An    Epigram    of  M  a  r  t  i  a  l    to    C  i  r  i  n  u  s. 

**  Sic  tua,  Cirini,  prcmas  Epigrammata  vulgo 
"  Ut  mecum  poffis,"  &c. 

Inscribed  to  Mr.    JOSIAH    HORTE. 
Lord  Eiihop  of  Kilmore  *  in  Ireland. 

1694. 

Qj  O  fmooth  your  numbers,  fnend,  your  verfe  fo  fweet, 
*^  So  fharp  the  jeft,  and  yet  the  turn  fo  neat. 
That  with  her  Martial  Pvome  would  place  Cirine, 
Rome  would  prefer  your  fenfs  and  thought  to  mine. 
Yet  modeft  you  decJine  the  public  llage, 
"Jo  fix  your  friend  alone  amidil  th'  applauding  age, 

*  AfcervvaiJs  Archbilhop  of  Juam. 

So 


'  ftrines.  J 
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So  Maro  did;  the  mighty  Maro  fmgs 

In  vail  heroic  notes  of  vaft  heroic  things. 

And  leaves  the  ode  to  dance  upon  his  Flaccus'  firing, 

He  fcorn'd  to  daunt  the  dear  Horatian  lyre. 

Though  his  brave  genius  fiafh'd  Pindaric  fire. 

And  at  his  v^ill  could  filence  all  the  Lyric  quire. 

So  to  his  Varius  he  refign'd  the  praife 

Of  the  proud  bafkin  and  the  tragic  bays. 

When  he  could  thunder  with  a  loftier  vein. 

And  fing  of  Gods  and  Heroes  in  a  bolder  ftrain. 

A  handfome  treat,  a  piece  of  gold,  or  fo. 
And  compliments  will  every  friend  bellovv ; 
Rarely  a  Virgil,  a  Cirine  we  meet. 
Who  lays  his  laurels  at  inferior  feet. 
And  yields  the  tendereil  point  of  honour,  Wit. 


I 


E    P    I    S    T    O    L    A 

Fratri  fuo  dileclo  R.  V/.  I.  W.  8.  P.  D. 

URSUM  tuas,  arnande,  fratcr,  accepi  literas. 
ecdem  fortafse  momento,  quo  meae  ad  te  pervene- 
runt ;  idemque  qui  te  fcribsntem  vidit  dies,  meum  ad 
epiftolare  mitnus  excitavit  calamuni ;  non  inane  efl:  inter 
nos  Fraternum  Nomen,  unicus  enim  fpiritus  nos  intias 
animat,  agitque,  &  Concordes  in  ambobus  eflicit  motus : 
O  utinam  crefcat  indies,  8c  vigefcat  mutua  charitas ; 
faxit  Dcus,  ut  amor  fui  noftra  incendat  &  deflect  pec- 
tqra,   ^onc  et^^nim  &  alternis  puras  amicitis  flammis 
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erga  nos  invicem  divinum  in  modum  ardebimus ;  Con- 
tcmplemur  Jefum  noilrum,  cdefle  illad  Sc  adorandum 
exemplar  charitatis.     Ille  ell, 

QJJI  quondam  a^terno  delapfus  ab  sthere  vultus 
Induit  humanos,  ut  poffet  corpore  noftras 
(Heu  miferas)  fufFerre  vices ;  fponfons  obivit 
Munia,  &  in  fefe  Tabals  maledida  Minacis 
Tranftulit,  et  fceleris  poenas  hominifque  reatum, 

Ecce  jacet  defertus  humi,  dilFurjs  in  herbam 
Integer,  innocuas  verfus  fua  iidera  palmas 
Et  placidum  attollens  vultum,  nee  ad  ofcula  Patris 
Amplexus  folitofve  :  Artus  nudatus  amiilu 
Sidercos,  et  fponte  finum  patcfaclus  ad  iras 
Numinis  armati.     Pater,  hie  infige  *  fagittas, 
^'  Haec,  ait,  iratum  forbebunt  peftora  ferrum, 
**  Abluat  sthereus  mortalia  crimina  fanguis.'* 

Dixit,  &  horrendum  fremuere  tonitrua  cceli 
Infenfufque  Deus,   (quern  jam  pofuilTe  paternum 
Mufa  queri  vdlct  ncmen,  fed  &  ipfa  fragores 
Ad  tantos  pevefa6la  fiiet.)  Jam  dillilit  sther, 
Pandunturque  fores,  ubi  dure  care^re  regnat, 
Ira,  et  poenarum  thefauros  mille  coercet, 
Inde  ruunt  gravidi  vefano  fulphure  nimbi, 
Centuplicifque  volant  contorta  volumina  flamms 
In  caput  immerhum;  diro  hie  fab  pondcre  preffus 

*  Jcb  ly.  6, 

ReflaS- 
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Reilat,  ccmprelTos  dumque  ardens  explicat  artua 
*  Purpureo  veftes  tindic  fadore  madefcunt. 
Nee  tamen  infando  Vindex  Regina  labori 
Segnius  incumbit,  fed  laiTos  increpat  ignes 
Acriter^  Sc  ibmno  languentem  fufcitat  f  enfem  : 
'*  Surge,  age,  divinum  pete  pedlus,  &  imbue  facro 
"  Flumine  mucronem ;  Vos  hinc,  mea  fpicula,  late 
*'  Ferrea  per  totum  difpergite  tormina  Chriflum, 
"  Immenfum  tolerare  valet ;  ad  pondere  pcenae 
''  Suuentanda  hominem  fafFuIciet  incola  Numen. 
''  Et  tu  facra  Decas  Legum,  violata  tabella, 
*'  Ebibe  vindi6lam  ;  vaAa  fatiabere  csede, 
"  Mortalis  culps  penfabit  dedecus  ingens 
"  Permiftus  Deitate  Craor." 

Sic  fata,  immiti  contorquet  vulnera  dextra 
Dilaniatque  finus ;  fani^li  penetralia  cordis 
Panduntur,  fsevis  avidas  dolor  involat  alis, 
Atque  audax  mentem  fcrutator,  &  ilia  mordet ; 
Interea  fervator  J  ovat,  viftorque  doloris 
Eminet,  illuilri  §  perfufus  membra  craore, 
Exultatque  mifer  fieri;  nam  fortius  iUum 
Urget  Patris  Honos,  &  non  vincenda  voluptas 
Servandi  miferos  fontes  ;  O  nobilis  ardor 
Poenarum  !  O  quid  non  mortalia  psclora  cogis 
Purus  amor  ?  Quid  non  cc^'.eilia  ? 

*  Luke  xxii.  44.  -j-  Zech    xiii.  7.  J  Col.  ii.  15. 

^  Liikc  xxii.  24. 

At 
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At  fubfidat  phantafia,  vanefcant  imagines ;  nefcio  quo 
me  proripuit  amens  Mufa  :  Volui  quatuor  linias  pedi- 
bus  aftringere,  &  ecce  I  numeri  crefcunt  in  immenfum ; 
dumque  concitato  genio  laxa\i  frasna,  vereor  ne  juve- 
nilis impetus  theologium  laeferit,  Sc  audax  nimis  ima- 
ginatio.  Heri  adlata  eft  ad  me  epiftola  indicans  matrem 
meliufcule  fe  habere,  licet  ignis  febrilis  non  prorfus  de- 
feruit  mortale  ejus  domicilium.  Plura  volui,  fed  tur- 
gidi  Sc  crefcentes  verfus  noluere  plura,  &  coarflarunt 
fcriptionis  limites.  Vale  amice  frater,  &  in  ftudio  pie- 
tatis  &  artis  medicae  ftrenuus  decurre. 

Datum  a  Mufeo  meo  Londini  x-vto  Kalend.  Febr, 

Anno  Salutis  cididcxciii. 


Fratrls  E.  W.  olim  navigaturo. 

Sept.  30,   169X, 

T  F  E  L I X,  pede  profpero 
-*'    I  frater,  trabe  pinea 
Salces  squora  coerula 
Pandas  carbafa  flatibus 
Quae  tuto  reditura  fnit. 
Non  te  monftra  natantia 
Ponti  carnivore  incclse 
Prsdentur  rate  naufraga. 

Navis- 
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Navis,  tu  tibi  creditum 
Fratrem  dlmidium  mei 
S^lvum  fer  per  inhofpita 
Pond  regna,  per  avios 
Traclus,  &  liquidum  .chaos. 
Nee  te  forbeat  horrida 
Syrtis,  nee  fcopulas  niinax 
Ps^umpat  roboream  latas. 
Captent  mitia  flaniina 
AntennsE  ;  Be  zepKyri  leveS 
Dent  portum  placidum  tibi. 

Tu,  qui  flumina,  qui  vagos 
Flu£lus  oceani  regis, 
Et  fsvum  boream  domas. 
Da  fratri  faciles  vias, 
Et  fratrem  reducem  fuis. 

Ad  Reverendum  Virum 
Dm    JOHANNEM    PINHORNE, 

Fidum  Adolefcen'dae  me.-E  Prseceptorem. 

Pindarici  Carminis  Specimen. 

1694. 

ET  te,  Pinhorni,  Alufa  Trifantica 
Salatat,  ardens  difcipulam  tuam 
Grate  fateri :  nunc  Athenas, 

Nunc  Latias  per  amoenitates 
Tuto  pererrans  te  recolit  duccm, 
Te  quondam  teneros  Sc  Ebraia  per  alpera  greflus 
Non  dura  duxifls  manu. 

Tuo 
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Tuo  patefcunt  lumine  Thefpii 
Campi  atque  ad  arcem  Pieridiii  iter  : 
En  altus  afiurgens  Homerus 
Arma  deofque  virofque  niifcens 
Occupat  asthereum  Parnaili  culinen :  Homeri 

Immenfos  Hiipeo  manes 

Te,  Maro,  dulce  canens  fyivas,  te  bclla  fonantem 
Ardua,  da  veniam  tenui  venerare  camoena ; 
Tusque  accipias,  Thebane  vates, 
Debita  Thura  Lyrse. 
Vobis,  magna  trias  1  clariffima  nomina  femper 
Scrinia  noilra  patent,  &  peclora  noilra  patebunt, 
Quum  mihi  cunque  levem  concelTerit  otk  &  horam 
Divina  rvlofis  pagina, 

Flaccus  ad  hanc  triadem  ponatur,  at  ipfa  pudendas 
Deponat  veneres :  venias  fed  *  *'  parus  &  infoas 
*'  Ut  te  collaudemj  dum  fordes  &  mala  lullra'* 
Ablutus,  Venufme,  canis  ridefve.     Recilae 
Hac  lege  accedant  fatyrae  Juvenalis,  amari 
Terrores  vitiorum.     At  longe  csecus  abeffet 
Perlius,  obfcuros  vates,  nifi  lamina  circum- 
-fula  forent,  fphingifque  asnigmata,  Bonde,  fcidifleso 
Grande  fonans  Senecs  fulmen,  grandiique  cothurni 
Pompa  Sophoclei  celfo  ponantur  ecdem 
Ordine,  Sc  ambabus  fimul  hos  amplediar  in  ulnis. 

Tuto,  Poetse,  tuto  habitabitis 

Piclos  abacos :  improba  tinea 

*  Horat.  Lib.  I.  Sat.  6. 

At 
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Obiit,  nee  audat  faeva  caftas 
Attingere  blatta  camcenas. 
At  tu  renidens  foeda  epigrammatum 
Farrago  inertam,  flercoris  impii 

Sentina  foetens,  Martialis, 

In  baraihrum  relegandus  imum 
Aufuge,  &  hinc  tecum  rapias  Catulium 
Infulse  mollem,  naribus,  auribus 
Ingrata  cafHs  carmina,  &  improbi 

Spurcos  Nafonis  amores. 

Nobilis  extrema  gradiens  Caledonis  ab  ara 
En  Euchananus  adefl.     Di\  ini  pfaltis  imago 
Jeffiads  falveto  ;  potens  feu  numinis  iras 
Fulminibus  mifcere,  facro  vel  lumine  mentis 
Fugare  nodes,  vel  cithars  fono 

Sedare  fluclus  peftoris. 
Tu  mihi  hserebis  comes  ambulanti, 
Tu  domi  aflabis  focius  perennis, 
Seu  levi  menfae  fimul  affidere 

Dignabere,  feu  le£licae. 
Mox  recumbentis  vigilans  ad  aurem 
Aureos  fuadebis  inire  fomnos 
Sacra  fopitis  {^aperinferens  ob- 

livia  curis, 
S'cet  juxta  *  Cafimirus,  huic  nee  parcius  ignem 
Natura  indulfit  nee  Mufa  armavit  alumnum 
*  Sarbivium  rudiore  lyra. 

*  M.  Cafimirus,  Saibiewflcl  Poeta  infignis  Polonls. 

Quanta 
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Quanta  Polonum  levat  aura  cygnum  ! 
*  Humana  linquens  (en  fibi  devii 
Montes  recedunt)  luxuriantibus 

Spatiatur  in  aere  pennls. 
Seu  tu  forte  virum  tollis  ad  sthera, 
Cognatofve  thronos  &  patrium  polum 

Vifurus  confurgis  ovans, 
Vifum  fatigas,  aciemque  fallis, 
Dum  tuum  a  longe  ftupeo  volatum 

O  non  imitabilis  ales. 

Sarbivii  ad  nomen  gelida  incalet 

Mufa,  fimul  totus  fervefcere 

Sentio,  ftellatas  levis  Induor 

Alas  Sc  toiler  in  altum. 

Jam  juga  Zionis  radens  pede 

Elato  inter  fidera  radens  vertice 

Longe  defpedlo  mortaia. 
Quam  juvat  altifonis  volitare  per  aethera  pennls, 
Et  ridere  procul  fallacia  gaudia  fecli 
Terreliae  grandia  inania. 

Quae  mortale  genus  (heu  male)  deperit. 

O  curas  hominum  miferas  !   Cano, 

Et  miferas  nugas  diademata  1 

Ventofe  fortis  ludibrium. 
En  mihi  fubfidant  terrenae  a  pe^^ore  feces, 
Geilit  Sc  efrrsenis  divinum  efFundere  carmen 
Mens  afflata  Deo • 

*  Lib.  ii.  Ode  V. 
Vol.  LVL  L  at 
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at  vos  heroes  &  arma 

Et  procul  eile  Dii,  ludicra  numina. 
Quid  mihi  cum  vellrae  pondere  lanceas, 
Pallas  1  aut  veftris,  Dyonyfe,  Thyrfis  ? 
Et  Clava,  &  Anguis,  &  Leo,  &  Hercules, 
Et  brutum  tonitru  fidlitii  Patris, 
Abllate  a  carmine  noftro. 

Te,  Deus  Omnipotens !  te  noftra  fonabit  Jefu 
Mufa,  nee  alTueto  coelefles  barbiton  aufu 
Tentabit  numeros.     Vafti  fine  limite  numen  & 
Immenfum  fme  lege  deum  numeri  fme  lege  fonabunt. 

Sed  mufam  magna  pollicentem  deflituit  vigor ;  Di- 
vino  jubare  perftringitur  oculorum  acies.  En  labafcit 
pennis,  tremit  artubus,  ruit  deorfum  per  inane  aethcris, 
jacet  vida,  obftupefcit,  filet. 

Ignofcas,  reverende  vir,  vano  conamini ;  frngmen 
hoc  rude  licet  &  impolitum  aequi  boni  confulas,  & 
gratitudinis  jam  diu  debitae  in  partem  reponas. 


Votum, 
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Votum,  feu  Vita  in  terris  beata. 

Ad  virum  dlgniffimum 
JOHANNEM    HARTOPPIUM,   Bartum. 

1702. 

TT  A  R  T  O  P  P I  eximio  ftemmate  nobilis 
"*•  ■*'     Venaque  ingenii  divite,  fi  roges 

Qaem  mea  Mufa  beat, 
Ille  mihi  felix  ter  &  amplius, 
Et  fimiles  fuperis  annos  agit 
*'  Qui  fibi  fafficiens  femper  adeft  fibi." 

Hiinc  longe  a  curis  raortalibus 

Inter  agros,  fylvafque  filentes 
Se  mufifque  fuis  tranquilla  in  pace  fruentem 

Sol  oriens  videt  8c  recumbens. 

Non  fuze  vulgi  favor  infolentis 
(Plaufus  infani  tumidus  popelli) 
Mentis  ad  facram  penetrabit  arceni, 

Feriat  licet  sethera  clamor. 
Nee  gaza  flammans  divitis  IndiEe, 
Nee,  TagC;,  veftra  Fulgor  arenulae 

Ducent  ab  obfcura  quiete 
Ad  laquear  radiantis  aulse. 

O  fi  daretur  flamina  proprii 
Tradare  fufi  poliice  proprio^ 

L  z  Atqus 
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Atque  meum  mihi  fingere  fatum ; 
Candidus  vitae  color  innccentis 
Fila  native  decoraret  albo 

Non  Tyria  vitiata  concha. 
Non  aurum,  non  gemma  nitens,  nee  purpura  telse 
Intertexta  forent  invidiofa  meae. 
Longe  a  triumphis,  &  fonitu  tubse 
Longe  remotos  tranfigerem  dies  : 
Abftate  fafces  (fplendida  vanitas) 

Et  vos  abftate,  coronas. 

Pro  meo  tedlo  cafa  fit,  falubres 
Captet  Auroras,  procul  urbis  atro 
Diftet  a  fumo,  fugiatque  longe 

Dura  phthifis  mala,  dura  tuffis. 
Difplicet  Byrfa  &  fremitu  molefto 
Turba  mercantum ;  gratius  alvear 
Demulcet  aures  murmure,  gratius 

Fens  falientis  aqus. 

Litigiofa  fori  me  terrent  jurgia,  lenes 
Ad  fylvas  properans  rixofas  execror  artes 
Eminus  in  tuto  a  Unguis ■ 

Blandimenta  artis  fimul  asquus  cdi, 
Valete,  cives,  &  amoena  fraudis 

Verba  ;  proh  mores  !  Sc  inane  facri 
Nomen  amici ! 

Tuque  qua;  noftris  inimica  mufis 
Felle  facratum  vitias  amorem, 
Abfis  aeterniim,  diva  libidinis 
Et  pharctrate  puer  ! 


Hiuc, 
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Hinc,  hinc,  Cupido,  longius  avola  ? 
Nil  mihi  cum  foedis,  puer,  ignibus  ; 
^therea  fervent  face  pedlora, 
■  Sacra  mihi  Venus  eft  Urania, 
Et  juvenis  JelTasus  amor  mihi. 

Ccelede  carmen  (nee  taceat  lyra 
Jeilsa)  lastis  auribus  infonet. 
Nee  Watfianis  e  medullis 

Ulla  dies  rapiet  vel  hora. 
Sacri  libelli,  delicis  meae, 
Et  vos,  fcdales,  femper  amabiles. 

Nunc  fimul  adfitis,  nunc  viciiTim, 
Et  faliite  tsedi^  vit£. 


To  Mrs.   Singer,    afterwards   Mrs.   Rowe. 
On  the   Sight  of  fome  of  her  divine  Poems,   never 


printed. 

July  19,   1706. 


o 


N  the  fair  banks  of  gentle  Thames 
I  tun'd  my  harp;  nor  did  cekCtial  themes 
Refufe  to  dance  upon  my  ftrings  : 

There  beneath  the  evening  fky 
I  fung  my  cares  afleep,  and  rais'd  my  v/ilhes  high 

To  everiafting  things. 

L  3  Su4den 
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Sudden  from  Albion's  weftern  coaft 

Harmonions  notes  come  gliding  by. 
The  neighbouring  ihepherds  knew  the  filver  found ; 
**  'Tis  Philomela's  voice,  the  neighbouring  Iheplierds 
cry;" 

At  once  my  firings  all  filent  lie. 

At  once  my  fainting  Mufe  was  loH, 

In  the  fuperior  fweetnefs  drown 'd. 
In  vain  I  bid  my  tuneful  powers  unite ; 

My  foul  retir'd,  and  left  my  tongue, 
I  was  all  ear,  and  Philomela's  fong 

Was  all  divine  delight. 

Now  be  my  harp  for  ever  dumb, 
]\Ty  Mufe  attempt  no  more.     'Tvvas  long  ago 

I  bid  adieu  to  mortal  things. 

To  Grecian  tales,  and  wars  of  Rome, 
'Tvvas  long  ago  I  broke  all  but  th'  immortal  firings : 
Nov/  thofe  immortal  firings  have  no  employ. 

Since  a  fair  angel  dwells  below. 
To  tune  the  notes  of  heaven,  and  propagate  the  joy. 

Let  all  my  powers  with  awe  profound 
While  Philomela  fmgs. 

Attend  the  rapture  of  the  found. 
And  my  devotion  rife  on  her  feraphic  wings. 


Stanzas 
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Stanzas  TO  Lady    SUNDERLAND, 

At    Tun  bridge    Wells. 

1712. 
T7^  A  TR  Nymph,  afcend  to  Beauty's  throne, 
"*■       And  rule  that  radiant  world  alone ; 
Let  favourites  take  thy  lower  fphere. 
Not  Monarchs  are  thy  rival  here. 

The  Court  of  Beauty,  built  fublime. 
Defies  all  powers  but  thine  and  Time : 
Envy,  that  clouds  the  hero's  iky. 
Aims  but  in  vain  her  flight  fo  high. 
Not  Blenheim's  field,  nor  Ifter's  flood. 
Nor  ftandards  dy'd  in  Gallic  blood. 
Torn  from  the  foe,  add  nobler  grace 
To  Churchill's  houfe,  than  Spencer's  face* 
The  warlike  thunder  of  his  arms 
Is  more  commanding  than  her  charms 
His  lightning  ftrikes  with  lefs  furprife 
Than  fudden  glances  from  her  eyes. 

His  captives  feel  their  limbs  confin'd 
In  iron ;  fhe  enflaves  the  mind  : 
We  follow  with  a  pleafmg  pain. 
And  blefs  the  conqueror  and  the  chain. 

The  Mufe,  that  dares  in  numbers  do 
What  paint  and  pencil  never  knew. 
Faints  at  her  prefence  in  defpair^ 
Andpwns  th'  inimitable  Fair. 

End  of  the  Second  Book. 
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BOOK        III. 

SACRED  TO  THE  P^EMORY  of  the  DEAD. 


•=«serT?r=?S 


An  E  p  I  t  a  p  b  on  King  WILLIAM     IIL 
Of  Glorious  Memory. 

Who  died  March  the  8th,   1701. 

"O  ENE  ATH  thcfe  honours  of  a  tomb, 
-*-'    Greatnefs  in  humble  ruin  lies  : 
(How  earth  confines  in  narrow  room 
What  heroes  leave  beneath  the  fkies  !) 

Preferve,  O  venerable  pile, 
Ini'iolate  thy  facred  truft ; 
To  thy  cold  arms  the  Britiih  ifle. 
Weeping,  commits  her  richefl  dull. 

Ye  gentlefl  miniilers  of  Fate, 
Attend  the  monarch  as  he  lies. 
And  bid  the  fofteft  Slumbers  wait 
With  filken  cords  to  bind  his  eyes. 

Reft 
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Reft  his  dear  Sword  beneath  his  head ; 
Round  him  his  faithful  Arms  fhall  Hand : 
Fix  his  bright  Enfigns  on  his  bed. 
The  guards  and  honours  of  our  land. 

Ye  filler  arts  of  Paint  and  Verfe, 
Place  Albion  fainting  by  his  fide. 
Her  groans  arifing  o'er  the  hearfe. 
And  Belgia  linking  when  he  dy'd. 

High  o'er  the  grave  Religion  fet 

In  folemn  geld ;  pronounce  the  ground 

Sacred,  to  bar  unhallow'd  feet. 

And  plant  her  guardian  Virtues  round. 

Fair  Liberty  in  fables  dreft. 
Write  his  lov'd  name  upon  his  urn, 
'*  William,  the  fcourge  of  tyrants  pait, 
"  And  awe  of  princes  yet  unborn.'* 

Sweet  Peace  his  facred  relicks  keep. 
With  olives  bloomii^g  round  her  head. 
And  ftretch  her  v/ings  acrofs  the  deep 
To  blefs  the  nations  with  the  fhade. 

Stand  on  the  pile,  immortal  Fame, 
Broad  liars  adorn  thy  brighteft  robe. 
Thy  thoufand  voices  found  his  name 
In  filver  accents  round  the  globe. 

Flattery  fhall  faint  beneath  the  found. 
While  hoary  Truth  infpires  the  fong ; 
Envy  grow  pale  and  bite  the  ground. 
And  Slander  gnaw  her  forky  tongae. 

Nigh| 
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Night  and  the  grave  remove  your  gloom ; 
Darknefs  becomes  the  vulgar  dead ; 
But  glory  bids  the  royal  tomb 
Difdain  the  horrors  of  a  (hade. 

Glory  with  all  her  lamps  (hall  burn. 
And  watch  the  warrior's  deeping  clay. 
Till  the  laft  trumpet  roufe  his  urn 
To  aid  the  triumphs  of  the  day. 


On  the  fudden  Death  of  Mrs.  Mary  Peacock. 

An  Elegiac  Sorg  fent  in  a  Letter  of  Condolance  to 
Mr.  N.  P.  Merchant,  at  Amilerdam. 

T  T  ARK!   She  bids  all  her  friends  adieu ; 
^  -*■    Some  angel  calls  her  to  the  fpheres  ; 
Our  eyes  the  radiant  faint  parfue 
Through  liquid  telefcopes  of  tears. 

Farewell,  b.ight  foul,  a  ihort  farewell. 
Till  we  Ihall  meet  again  above 
In  the  fweet  groves  where  pleafures  dwell. 
And  trees  of  life  bear  fruits  of  love  : 

There  glory  fits  on  ever/  face. 
There  friendlhip  fmiles  in  every  eye. 
There  Ihall  our  tongues  relate  the  grace 
That  led  uj  homeward  to  the  iky. 

O'er 
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O'er  all  the  names  of  Chrill  our  King 
Shall  our  harmonious  voices  rove. 
Our  harps  fhall  found  from  every  ftring 
The  wonders  of  his  bleeding  Love. 

Come,  fovereign  Lord,  dear  Saviour,  come. 
Remove  thefe  feparating  days. 
Send  thy  bright  wheels  to  fetch  us  home; 
That  golden  hour,  how  long  it  flays  ! 

How  long  muft  we  lie  lingering  here. 
While  faints  around  us  take  their  fliglit  ? 
Smiling,  they  quit  this  duiky  fphere. 
And  mount  the  hills  of  heavenly  light. 

Sweet  foul,  we  leave  thee  to  thy  reft. 
Enjoy  thy  Jeius  and  thy  God, 
Till  we,  from  bands  of  clay  releas'd. 
Spring  out,  and  climb  the  Ihining  road. 

While  the  dear  dull  (he  leaves  behind 
Sleeps  in  thy  bofom,  facred  tomb  ! 
Soft  be  her  bed,  her  {lumbers  kind. 
And  ail  her  dreams  of  joy  to  come. 


E?U 
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EPITAPHIUM    VIri   Venerabilis 
Dom.    N.    MATHER, 

Carmine   Lapidario  confcriptum. 

M.  S. 

Reverend!  admodum  Viri 

NATHAN  A  ELIS     MATHER  I. 

QJJ  O  D  mori  potuit  hie  fubtu5  depofitum  eft. 
Si  quasris,  hofpes,  quantus  et  qualis  fuit, 
Fidas  enarrabit  lapis. 

Nomen  a  familia  duxit 
San(flioribus  ftudiis  &  evangelio  devota, 

Et  per  utramque  Angliam  celebrl, 
Americanum  fc.  atque  Europsam, 
Et  hinc  quoque  in  fanfli  miniflerii  fpem  eductus 
Non  faliacem : 
Et  hunc  utraque  novit  Anglia 
Dodum  Sc  dccentem. 
Corpore  fuit  procero,  forma  placide  verenda; 
At  fupra  corpus  &  formam  fublime  eminuerunt 
Indoles,  ingenium,  atque  eruditio  : 
Supra  hsc  pietas,  &  (fi  fas  dicere) 

Supra  pietatem  modeftia, 
Csteras  enim  dotes  obumbravit. 
Quoties  in  rebus  divinis  peragendis 
Divinitas  aiHatas  mentis  fpecimina 

Pra:ilantiora  edidit, 
Toties  hominem  fedulus  occuluit 
Ut  folus  confpiceretur  Deus : 

Voluit 


LYRIC    POEMS,    BOOK  III.  157 

Voluit  totus  latere,  nee  potuit ; 
Heu  quantum  tamen  fui  nos  latet ! 
Et  majorem  laudis  partem  fepulchrale  marmor 
Invita  obruit  filentio. 
Gratiam  Jefu  ChriiH  falutifcram 
Quam  abunde  haufit  ipfe,  aliis  propinavit, 
Puram  ah  humani  faece. 
Veritatis  evangelicae  decus  ingens, 
Et  ingens  propugnaculum. 
Concionatur  gravis  afpeclu,  geftu,  voce ; 
Cui  nee  aderat  pompa  oratoria. 
Nee  deerat ; 
Flofculos  rhetorices  fupervacaneos  fecit 
Rerum  dieendarum  Majeilas,  &  Deus  prsfens. 
Hine  arma  militias  fu?e  non  infelicia, 
Hine  toties  fugatus  Satanas. 
Et  hine  vidtorice 
Ab  inferorum  portis  toties  reportatae. 
Solers  ille  ferreis  impiorum  animis  infigere 

Altum  &  falutare  vulnus : 
Vulneratas  idem  traftare  leniter  folers, 

Et  medelam  adhibere  magis  falutarem. 
Ex  defaecato  cordis  fonte 
Divinis  eloquiis  affatim  fcatebant  labia, 
Etiam  in  familiari  contubernio  : 
Spirabat  ipfe  undique  eoelelles  fuavitates, 
Quafi  oleo  Istitise  Temper  reeens  delibutus, 
Et  fcmpcr  fupra  focios  ; 
Gratumque  diledliiTimi  fai  Jefu  cdorem 
Quaquaversus  Sc  late  diifudit. 

Dolores 
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Dolores  to!erans  fupra  fidem, 
iSrumnsque  heu  quam  affidu^  ! 
Invido  animo,  vidlrice  patientia 
Varias  curarum  moles  pertulit 
Et  in  ftadio  &  in  meta  vita  : 
Quam  ubi  prcpinquam  vidit 
Plerophoria  fidei  quafi  curra  alato  ve<flus 

Propeie  &  exultim  attigit. 
Natus  efl  in  agro  Lancaftrienfi  20°  Martii,  1630. 
Inter  Nov- Anglos  theologias  tyrocinia  fecit. 
Paftorali  munere  diu  Dublinii  in  liibernia  funftu?. 
Tandem  (ut  femper)  providentiam  fecutus  ducem, 
Coetui  fidelium  apud  Londinenfes  prsepofitus  ei\, 
Quos  dodrina  precibus,  8c  vita  beavii : 
All  brevi ! 
Corpore  folatus  26°  Julii,   1697.     -^tat.  67. 
Eccleiiis  mcsrorem,  theologis  exemplar  reliquit. 
Probis  piifque  omnibus 
Infandum  fui  defiderium  : 
Dum  pulvis  Chriilo  charus  hie  dulce  dormit 
Expedlans  Hellam  matutinam. 


To  the  R.everend  Mr.  John   Shower,  on  the  Deatii 
of  his  Daughter  Ivlrs.  Anne  Warner. 

Reverend  and  dear  Sir, 
T  T  O  W  great  focver  was  my  fenfe  of  your  lofs,  yet  I 
^  -*-  did  not  think  myfelf  fit  to  ofFcr  any  lines  of  com- 
fort :  your  own  meditations  can  fjrnilh  you  with  many 

a  de- 
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a  delightful  truth  in  the  midft  of  fo  heavy  a  forrow ; 
for  the  covenant  of  grace  has  brightnefs  enough  in  it  to 
gild  the  moft  gloomy  providence  j  and  to  that  fvveet 
covenant  your  foul  is  no  llranger.  My  own  thoughts 
were  much  imprefl  with  the  tidings  of  your  daughter's 
death ;  and  though  I  made  many  a  refle6lion  on  the 
vanity  of  mankind  in  its  beft  eftate,  yet  I  muil  acknow- 
ledge that  my  temper  leads  me  moft  to  the  pleafant 
fcenes  of  heaven,  and  that  future  world  of  bleffednefs. 
When  I  recolledl  the  memory  of  my  friends  that  are 
dead,  I  frequently  rove  into  the  world  of  fpirits,  and 
fearch  them  out  there :  Thus  I  endeavoured  to  trace 
Mrs.  Warner;  and  thefe  thoughts  crouding  faft  upon 
me,  I  fet  them  down  for  my  ovvn  entertainment.  The 
verfe  breaks  off  abruptly,  becaufe  I  had  no  defign  to 
write  a  finiilied  elegy ;  and  befides,  when  I  v/as  fallen 
upon  the  dark  fide  of  death,  I  had  no  mind  to  tarry 
there.  If  the  lines  I  have  written  be  fo  happy  as  ta 
entertain  you  a  little,  and  divert  your  grief,  the  time 
fpent  in  compofmg  them  lliall  not  be  reckoned  among 
my  loft  hours,  and  the  review  will  be  more  pleafmg  to, 

S  I  R, 

Your  affectionate  humble  fervant, 

I.  W. 

December  22,   1707. 


An 


i6o  W  A  T  T  S  '  s     POEMS. 


Ah  Elegiac  Thought  on  Mrs.  Anne  Warner, 
who  died  of  the  Small-Pox,  December  18,  1707, 
at  One  cf  the  Clock  in  the  Morning  ;  a  few  Days 
after  the  Birth  and  Death  of  her  firfl:  Child. 

A  W  A  K  E,  my  Mufe,  range  the  wide  world  of  fouls, 
•^^^  And  feek  Vernera  fled ;  With  upward  aim 
Diredt  thy  wing ;  for  fne  was  born  from  heaven, 
Fulfill'd  her  vifit,  and  return'd  on  high. 

The  midnight  watch  of  angels,  that  patrole 
The  Britifli  Iky,  have  notic'd  her  afcent 
•Near  the  meridian  liar ;  purfue  the  track 
To  the  bright  confines  of  immortal  day 
And  paradife,  her  home.     Say,  my  Urania, 
(For  nothing  fcapes  thy  fearch,  nor  canfl  thou  mifs 
So  fair  a  fpirit)  fay,  beneath  what  fliade 
Of  Amaranth,  or  chearful  Ever-green, 
She  fits,  recounting  to  her  kindred-minds 
Angelic  or  humane,  her  mortal  toil 
And  t3-aveL">  through  this  howling  wildernefs  ; 
By  what  divine  proteflions  fhe  efcap'd 
Thofe  deadly  fnares  when  youth  and  Satan  leagu'd 
In  combination  to  affail  her  virtue 
(Snares  fet  to  murder  fouls)  ;  but  heaven  fecur'd 
The  favourite  nymph,  and  taught  her  vidory. 

Or 
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Or  does  ilie  feek,  or  has  (he  found  her  bab;^ 
Amongfl  the  infant-nation  of  the  blert. 
And  clafp'd  it  to  her  foul,  to  fatiate  there 
The  young  maternal  paffion,  and  abfolve 
The  unfulfiU'd  embrace  ?  Thrice  happy  child  ! 
That  faw  the  light,  and  turn'd  its  eyes  afide 
From  our  dim  regions  to  th'  Eternal  Sun, 
And  led  the  parent's  way  to  glory  !  There 
Thou  art  for  ever  hers,  with  powers  enlarg'd 
For  love  reciprocal  and  fvveet  converfe. 

Behold  her  anceftors  (a  pious  race) 
Rang'd  in  fair  order,  at  her  fight  rejoice 
And  fmg  her  welcome.     She  along  their  feats 
Gliding  falutes  them  all  mth  honours  due 
Such  as  are  paid  in  heaven  :  And  laft  fhe  finds 
A  manfion  faihion'd  of  diflinguilli'd  light. 
But  vacant :  '*  This"  (with  fure  prefage  (he  cries) 
"  Awaits  my  father ;  when  will  he  arrive  ? 
"  How  long,  alas,  how  long !"  (Then  calls  her  mate) 
**  Die,  thou  dear  partner  of  my  mortal  cares, 
**  Die,  and  partake  my  blifs ;  we  are  for  ever  One." 

Ah  me  !  where  roves  my  fancy  I  What  kind  dreams 
Croud  with  fweet  violence  on  my  waking  mind  I 
Perhaps  illufions  all !  Inform  me,  Mufe, 
Chufes  fhe  rather  tO  retire  apart 
To  recollefl  her  diinpated  powers. 
And  call  her  thoughts  her  own  :  fo  lately  freed 
From  earth's  vain  fcenes,  gay  vifits,  gratulations. 

Vol.  LVI.  M  From 
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From  Hymen's  hurrying  and  tumultuous  joys, 

And  fears  and  pangs,  fierce  pangs  that  wrought  her  death, 

I'ell  me  on  what  fubUmer  theme  (he  dwells 

In  contemplation,  with  unerring  clue 

Infinite  truth  purfuing.     (When,  my  foul, 

O  when  fhall  tliy  releafe  from  cum.berous  flefh 

Pafs  the  great  feal  of  heaven  ?  What  happy  hour 

Shall  give  thy  thoughts  a  loofe  to  foar  and  trace 

The  intelledlual  world  ?  Divine  delight ! 

Vernera's  lov'd  employ  !)   Perhaps  (he  fmgs 

To  fome  new  golden  harp  th'  x-\lmighty  deeds. 

The  names,  the  honours  of  her  Saviour-God, 

His  crofs,  his  grave,  his  viclory,  and  his  crown : 

Oh  could  t  imitate  th'  exalted  notes. 

And  mortal  ears  could  bear  them  1-^— 

Or  lies  fhe  now  before  th'  eternal  throne 
Proftrate  in  humble  form,  with  deep  devotion 
O'erwhelm'd,  and  felf-abafement  at  the  fight 
Of  the  uncover'd  Godhead  face  to  face  ? 
Seraphic  crowns  pay  homage  at  his  feet. 
And  Hers  amongft  them,  not  of  dimmer  ore> 
Nor  fet  with  meaner  gems :  But  vain  ambition. 
And  emulation  vain,  and  fond  conceit. 
And  pride  for  ever  banilh'd  flies  the  place, 
Curft  pride,  the  drefs  of  hell.     Tell  me,  Urania, 
How  her  joys  heighten,  and  her  golden  hours 
Circle  in  love.     O  ftamp  upon  my  foul 
Some  blifsful  image  of  the  fair  deceas'd 
To  call  my  paiTions  and  my  eyes  afide 

From 
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From  the  dear  breathlefs  clay,  diibeffing  fight ! 
I  look  and  mourn  and  gaze  with  greedy  view 
Of  melancholy  fondnefs :  Tears  bedewing 
That  form  fo  late  defir'd,  fo  late  belov'd. 
Now  loathfome  and  unlovely.     Bafe  difeafe. 
That  leagu'd  with  nature's  iharpeft  pains,  and  fpoil'd 
So  fweet  a  ftruflure  !  The  impoifoning  taint 
O'erfpreads  the  building  wrought  with  fkill  divine. 
And  ruins  the  rich  temple  to  the  dull !  ^' 

Was  this  the  countenance,  where  the  world  admir'd 
Features  of  wit  and  virtue  ?  This  the  face 
Where  love  triumph'd  ?  and  beauty  on  thefe  cheeks. 
As  on  a  throne,  beneath  her  radiant  eyes 
Was  feated  to  advantage ;  mild,  ferene. 
Reflecting  rofy  light  ?  So  fits  the  fun 
(Fair  eye  of  heaven  !)  upon  a  crimfon  cloud 
Near  the  horizon,  and  with  gentle  ray 
Smiles  lovely  round  the  ^^y,   till  rifing  fogs. 
Portending  night,  with  foul  and  heavy  wing 
Involve  the  golden  flar,  and  fink  him  down 
Opprell  with  darknefs. 


On  the  Death  of  an  Aged  and  Honoured  Relative^. 
Mrs.  M.  W.  July  13,  1693. 

T  Know  the  kindred-mind.     'Tis  Ihe,  'tis  fhe; 

"*■    Among  the  heavenly  forms  I  fee 

The  kindred-mind  from  flefhly  bondage  free ; 

M  2  O  how 
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O  how  unlike  the  thing  was  lately  feen 
Groaning  and  panting  on  the  bed. 
With  ghaftly  air,  and  languifh'd  head. 
Life  on  this  fide,  there  the  dead. 

While  the  delaying  flefh  lay  fhivering  between. 

Long  did  the  earthy  houfe  reilrain 
In  toilfome  flavery  that  ethereal  gueft ; 

Prifon'd  her  round  in  walls  of  pain. 
And  twilled  cramps  and  aches  with  her  chain  ; 
Till  by  the  weight  of  numerous  days  oppreil 

The  earthy  houfe  began  to  reel. 
The  pillars  trembled,  and  the  building  fell ; 
The  captive  foul  became  her  own  again : 
Tir'd  with  the  forrows  and  the  cares, 

A  tedious  train  of  fourfcore  years. 

The  prifoner  fmiPd  to  be  releas'd. 
She  felt  her  fetters  loofe,  and  mounted  to  her  reft. 

Gaze  on,  my  foul,  and  let  a  perfe6l  view 

Paint  her  idea  all  anew ; 
Rafe  out  thofe  melancholy  fhapes  of  woe 
That  hang  around  the  memory,  and  becloud  it  fo. 
Come  Fancy,  come,  with  efTences  refin'd. 

With  youthful  green,  and  fpotlefs  white ; 
Deep  be  the  tindure,  and  the  colours  bright 
T'  exprefs  the  beauties  of  a  naked  mind. 

Provide  no  glooms  to  form  a  fliade ; 
All  things  above  of  vary 'd  light  are  made. 
Nor  can  the  heavenly  piece  require  a  mortal  aid. 

But 
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But  if  the  features  too  divine- 
Beyond  the  power  of  fancy  fliine. 
Conceal  th'  inimitable  flrokes  behind  a  graceful  fhrine. 

Defcribe  the  faint  from  head  to  feet. 
Make  all  the  lines  in  juft  proportion  meet; 
But  let  her  pofture  be 
Filling  a  chair  of  high  degree ; 
Obferve  how  near  it  flands  to  the  Almighty  feat. 

Paint  the  new  graces  of  her  eyes  ; 
Frefh  in  her  looks  let  fprightly  youth  arife. 
And  joys  unknown  below  the  fkies. 
Virtue,  that  lives  conceal'd  below. 

And  to  the  breait  confin'd. 
Sits  here  triumphant  on  the  brow. 
And  breaks  with  radiant  glories  through 

The  features  of  the  mind. 
Exprefs  her  pafHon  ftill  the  fame. 

But  more  divinely  fweet ; 
Love  has  an  everlafting  flame. 
And  makes  the  work  complete. 


The  painter  Mufe  with  glancing  eye 
Obferv'd  a  manly  fpirit  nigh*  , 


*  My  grandfather  Mr.  Thomas  Watts,  had  fuch  acquaintance 
■with  the  mathematicks,  painting,  mufic,  and  poefy,  &c.  as  gave 
him  confiderable  efteem  among  his  contemporaries.  He  was  com- 
mander o£  a  fhip  of  war  165*^,  and  by  blowing  up  of  the  fhip  in  the 
Patch  war  hz  wii  drowned  in  his  youth.  W. 

M  3  That 
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That  death  had  long  disjoined : 

**  In  the  fair  tablet  they  fhall  Hand 

"  United  by  a  happier  band  :*' 
She  faid,  and  fix'd  her  fight,  and  drew  the  manly  mind^ 
Recount  the  years,  my  fong,  (a  mournful  round!) 

Since  he  was  feen  on  earth  no  more  : 

He  fought  in  lower  feas  and  drown'd ; 

But  victory  and  peace  he  found 
On  the  fuperior  fhore. 
There  now  his  tuneful  breath  in  facred  fongs 
Employs  the  European  and  tlis  Eaftern  tongues. 

Let  th'  awful  truncheon  and  the  flute. 

The  pencil  and  the  well-known  lute. 

Powerful  numbers,  charming  wit. 

And  tvtry  art  and  fcience  meet,  [feet» 

And  bring  their  laurels  to  his  hand,  or  lay  them  at  his 

'Tis  done.     What  beams  of  glory  fall 

(Rich  varnilh  of  immortal  art) 

To  gild  the  bright  original ! 
*Tis  done.     The  Mufe  has  now  perform'd  her  part. 
Bring  down  the  piece,  Urania,  from  above. 

And  let  my  Honour  and  my  Love 
Drefs  it  with  chains  of  gold  to  hang  upon  my  heart. 


A  FUNE- 
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A  F u  N  E  R A L  PoE  M  on  the  Death  of  Thomas 
GuNSTON,  Efq.  prefented  to  the  PJght  Honourable 
the  Lady  Abney,  Lady-Mayorefs  of  London. 

July  1701. 

M  ADA  M, 

T  T  A  D  I  been  a  common  mourner  at  the  funeral  of 
-^  "*■  the  dear  gentleman  deceafed,  I  fnould  have  la- 
boured after  more  of  art  in  the  following  compofition, 
to  fupply  the  defeat  of  nature,  and  to  feign  a  forrow ; 
but  the  uncommon  condefcenficn  of  his  friendfhip  to 
me,  the  inward  eHeem  I  pay  his  memory,  and  the  vail 
and  tender  fenfe  I  have  of  the  lofs,  make  all  the  me- 
thods of  art  needlefs,  whilll  natural  grief  fupplies  more 
than  all. 

I  had  refolved  indeed  to  lament  in  fighs  and  filence, 
and  frequently  checked  the  too  forward  Mufe :  but 
the  importunity  vv-as  not  to  be  refilled ;  long  lines  of 
forrow  flowed  in  upon  me  ere  I  was  aware,  whilft  I 
took  many  a  folitary  walk  in  the  garden  adjoining  to 
his  feat  at  Newington  ;  nor  could  I  free  myfelf  from 
the  crowd  of  m.elancholy  ideas.  Your  ladyfliip  will 
find  throughout  the  poem,  that  the  fair  and  unfmifhed 
building  which  he  had  jufl  railed  for  himfelf,  gave  al- 
moll  all  the  turns  of  mourning  to  my  thoughts ;  for  I 
purfue  no  other  topics  of  elegy  than  what  my  paffion 
^nd  my  fenfe s  led  m«  to. 

M  4  The 
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The  poem  roves,  as  my  eyes  and  grief  did,  from 
one  part  of  the  fabrick  to  the  other  :  It  rifes  from  the 
foundation,  falutes  the  walls,  the  doors,  and  the  win- 
dows, drops  a  tear  upon  the  roof,  and  clim.bs  the  tur- 
ret, that  pleafant  retreat,  where  I  promifed  myfelf 
many  fweet  hours  of  his  converfation ;  there  my  fong 
wanders  amcngft  the  delightful  fubjeds  divine  and 
moral,  which  ufed  to  entertain  our  happy  leifure ;  and 
thence  defcends  to  the  fields  and  the  fhady  walks,  where 
I  fo  often  enjoyed  his  p'.eafmg  difcourfe  ;  my  forrows 
diffufe  themfelves  th-sre  without  a  limit :  I  had  quite 
forgotten  all  fchem.e  and  method  of  writing,  till  I  cor- 
real m.yfelf,  and  rile  to  ths  turret  again  to  lament  that 
defolate  feat.  Now  if  the  critics  laugh  at  the  folly  of 
the  Mufe  for  taking  too  much  notice  of  the  golden  ball, 
let  them  confider  that  the  meaneft  thing  that  belonged 
to  fo  valuable  a  perfon  iHli  gave  feme  frelh  and  doleful 
reflexions :  And  1  tranfcribe  nature  without  rule,  and 
reprefent  fricndiliip  in  a  mourning  drefs,  abandoned  to 
deepeft  forrow,  and  with  a  negligence  becoming  woe 
unfeigned. 

Had  I  dellgned  a  com  pleat  elegy.  Madam,  on  your 
dearefl  brother,  and  intended  it  for  public  view,  I  fhould 
have  followed  the  ufual  forms  of  poetry,  lb  far  at  Icall, 
as  to  fpend  fome  pages  in  the  charadler  and  praifes  of 
the  deceafed,  and  thence  have  taken  occafion  to  call 
mankind  to  complain  aloud  of  the  univerfal  and  un- 
fpeakable  lofs :  But  I  wrote  merely  for  myfelf  as  a 
friend  of  the  dead,  and  to  eafe  my  full  foul  by  breath- 
ing out  my  own  complaints ;  I  knew  his  charadler  and 

virtues 
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virtues  fo  well,  that  there  was  no  need  to  mention  them 
while  I  talked  only  with  myielf;  for  the  image  of  them 
was  ever  prefent  with  me,  which  kept  the  pain  at  the 
heart  intenfe  and  lively,  and  my  tears  flowing  with  my 
verfe. 

Perhaps  your  ladylhip  will  expesfl  fome  divine 
thoughts  and  facred  meditations,  mingled  with  a  fub- 
ie£l  fo  folemn  as  this  is :  Had  I  form.ed  a  defio-n  of 
offering  it  to  your  hands,  I  had  compofed  a  more  chrif- 
tian  poem  ;  but  it  was  grief  purely  natural  for  a  death  fo 
furprifmg  that  drew  all  the  Urokes  of  it,  and  therefore 
my  refleftions  are  chiefly  of  a  moral  ftrain.  Such  at  it 
is,  your  ladyfhip  requires  a  copy  of  it;  but  let  it  not 
touch  your  foul  too  tenderly,  nor  renew  your  own 
mournings.  Receive  it,  madam,  as  an  offering  of  love 
and  tears  at  the  tomb  of  a  departed  friend,  and  let  it 
abide  Nvith  you  as  a  witnefs  of  that  affedlionate  refpect 
and  honour  that  I  bore  him  ;  all  which,  as  your  lady- 
fhip's  moil  rightful  due,  both  by  merit  and  by  fuc- 
ceffion,  is  now  humbly  offered,  by, 

M  A  D  A  M, 

Your  L-idy (hip's  mofl  hearty 

and  obedient  fervant, 

I.  W  A  T  T  S. 


T« 
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To  the  dear  Memory  of  my  much  honoured  Friend, 
Thomas    Gunston,    Efq. 

"Who  died  Nov.  ii,  1700,  when  he  had  jail  finiihed 
his  Seat  at  Newington. 

OF  blalled  hopes,  and  of  Ihort  withering  joys. 
Sing,  heavenly  Mufe.     Try  thine  ethereal  voice 
In  fanerai  numbers  and  a  doleful  fong  ; 
Gunflon  the  juH,  the  generous,  and  the  young, 
Gunllon  the  friend  is  dead.     O  empty  name 
Of  earthly  blifs  !  'tis  all  an  airy  dream. 
All  a  vain  thought  !  Oar  foaring  fancies  rife 
On  treacherous  wings  !  and  hopes  tha:  touch  the  fl:iss 
Drag  but  a  longer  ruin  through  the  downward  air. 
And  plunge  the  falling  joy  {till  deeper  in  defpair. 

How  did  our  fcyls  itand  Hatter'd  and  prepar'd 
To  fhout  him  welcome  to  the  feat  he  rear'd  ! 
There  the  dear  man  (hould  fee  his  hcpes  complete, 
SmiiLng,  and  tailing  every  lawful  fvveet 
That  peace  and  plenty  brings,  while  numerous  years 
Circling  cclightfal  play'd  around  the  fpheres  : 
Revolving  funs  Ihould  IHH  renevv'  his  llrength. 
And  draw  the  uncommon  thread  to  an  unufual  length. 
But  haily  fate  thruits  her  dread  Ihears  between. 
Cuts  the  young  life  off,  and  (huts  up  the  fccne. 
Thus  airy  Pleafure  dances  in  our  eyes. 
And  ipreads  fii'fc  images  in  fair  difguife, 

T' allure 
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T'  allure  our  fouls,  till  ji^ ft  within  our  arms 

The  vifion  dies,  and  all  the  painted  charms 

Flee  quick  away  from  the  purfuing  fight. 

Till  they  are  lofc  in  ihadcs,  and  mingle  with  the  night, 

Mufe,  ftretch  thy  wings,  and  thy  fad  journey  bend 
To  the  fair  Fabrick  that  thy  dying  friend 
Built  namelefs :  'twill  fuggeft  a  thoufand  things 
Mournful  and  foft  as  my  Urania  fings. 

How  did  he  lay  the  deep  Foundations  Urong, 
Marking  the  bounds,  and  rear  the  Walls  along 
Solid  and  lafting ;  there  a  numerous  train 
Of  happy  Gunftons  might  in  pleafure  reign. 
While  nations  perifti,  and  long  ages  run. 
Nations  unborn,  and  ages  unbegun  : 
Not  time  itfelf  ihould  wafte  the  bleft  eftate. 
Nor  the  tenth  race  rebuild  the  ancient  feat. 
How  fond  our  fancies  are  !  The  founder  dies 
Childlefs ;  his  fillers  weep  and  clofe  his  eyes. 
And  wait  upon  his  hearfe  with  never-ceafmg  cries 
Lofty  and  flow  it  moves  to  meet  the  tomb. 
While  weighty  forrow  nods  on  every  plume  j 
A  thoufand  groans  his  dear  remains  convey,  y 

To  his  cold  lodging  in  a  bed  of  clay,  C 

His  country's  facred  tears  well- watering  all  the  way.  J 
See  the  dull  wheels  roll  on  the  fable  road  ; 
But  no  dear  fon  to  tread  the  mournful  load, 
And  fondly  kind  drop  hds  young  forrows  there. 
The  father's  urn  bedewing  with  a  filial  tear. 

Ohad 
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O  had  he  left  us  One  behind,  to  play 

Wanton  about  the  painted  Hall,  and  fay* 

"  This  was  my  father's,"  with  impatient  joy 

In  my  fond  arms  I'd  clafp  the  fmiling  boy. 

And  call  him  my  young  friend :  but  awful  fate, 

Defign'd  the  mighty  llroke  as  lafHng  as  'twas  great. 

And  muft  this  building  then,  this  coftly  frame. 
Stand  here  for  ilrangers  ?  Muft  fome  unknown  name, 
PoiTefs  thefe  Rooms,  the  labours  of  my  friend  ? 
Why  were  thefe  walls  rais'd  for  this  haplefs  end  ? 
Why  thefe  Apartments  all  adorn'd  fo  gay  ? 
Why  his  rich  fancy  lavilh'd  thus  away  ? 
Mufe,  view  the  Paintings,  how  the  hovering  light 
Plays  o'er  the  colours  in  a  wanron  flight. 
And  mingled  ihades  wrought  in  by  foft  degrees. 
Give  a  fweet  foil  to  all  the  charming  piece  ; 
But  night,  eternal  night,  hangs  black  around 
The  difmal  chambers  of  the  hollow  ground. 
And  iblid  Ihades  unmingled  round  his  bed 
Stand  hideous  :  Earthy  fogs  embrace  his  head. 
And  noifome  vapours  glide  along  his  face 
Rifmg  perpetual.     Mufe,  forfake  the  place. 
Flee  the  raw  damps  of  the  umvholefome  clay. 
Look  to  his  airy  fpacious  Hall,  and  fay, 
"  How  has  he  chang'd  it  for  a  lonefome  cave, 
'*  Confin'd  and  crowded  in  a  narrow  grave  I" 

Th'  unhappy  houfe,  looks  defolate  and  mourns. 
And  every  door  groans  doleful  as  it  turns ; 

The 
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The  pillars  languiili ;  and  each  lofty  wall 

Stately  in  grief,  laments  the  mailer's  fall. 

In  drops  of  briny  dew  ;  the  fabrick  bears 

His  faint  refemblance,  and  renews  my  tears. 

Solid  and  fquare  it  rifes  from  below  : 

A  noble  air  without  a  gaudy  fhow 

Reigns  through  the  model,  and  adorns  the  whole. 

Manly  and  plain.     Such  was  the  builder's  foul. 

O  how  I  love  to  view  the  flately  frame. 
That  dear  memorial  of  the  beft  lov'd  name  ! 
Then  could  I  wiih  for  fome  prodigious  cave 
Vail  as  his  feat,  and  iilent  as  his  grave. 
Where  the  tall  ihades  flretch  to  the  hideous  roof. 
Forbid  the  day,  and  guard  the  fun-beams  off ; 
Thither,  my  willing  feet,  Ihould  ye  be  drawn 
At  the  grey  twilight,  and  the  early  dawn. 
There  fweetly  fad  Ihould  my  foft  minutes  roll. 
Numbering  the  forrows  of  my  drooping  foul. 
But  theCe  are  airy  thoughts  !  fubflantial  grief 
Grows  by  thofe  objedls  that  (hould  yield  relief; 
Fond  of  my  woes,  I  heave  my  eyes  around. 
My  grief  from  every  profped  courts  a  wound  ; 
Views  the  green  gardens,  views  the  fmiling  fkies. 
Still  my  heart  fmks,  and  ilill  my  cares  arife  ; 
My  v/andering  feet  round  the  fair  manlion  rove. 
And  there  to  footh  my  forrov/s  I  indulge  my  love. 

Oft  have  I  laid  the  awful  Calvin  by. 
And  the  fweet  Cowley,  with  impatient  eye 

To 
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To  fee  thofe  walls,  pay  the  fad  vifit  there. 
And  drop  the  tribute  of  an  hourly  tear  : 
Still  I  behold  fome  melancholy  fcene. 
With  many  a  penlive  thought,  and  many  a  figh  between. 
Two  days  ago  we  took  the  evening  air, 
I,  and  my  grief,  and  my  Urania  there ; 
Say,  my  Urania,  how  the  weflern  fun 
Broke  from  black  clouds,  and  in  full  glory  fhone 
Gilding  the  roof,  then  dropt  into  the  fea. 
And  f  jdden  night  devour'd  the  fweet  remains  of  day ; 
Thus  the  bright  youth  jufl:  rear'd  his  (hining  head 
From  obfcure  fnades  of  life,  and  funk  among  the  dead. 
The  rifmg  fun  adorn'd  with  all  his  light 
Smiles  on  thefe  walls  again  :  but  endlefs  night 
Reigns  uncontroi'd  where  the  dear  Gunfton  lies. 
He's  fet  for  ever,  and  muft  never  rife. 
Then  why  thefe  beams,  unfeafonable  ftar, 
Thefe  lightfome  fmiles  defcending  from  afar. 
To  greet  a  mourning  houfe  ?  In  vain  the  day 
Breaks  through  the  windows  with  a  joyful  ray. 
And  marks  a  Ihining  path  along  the  floors 
Bounding  the  evening  and  the  morning  hours ; 
In  vain  it  bounds  them  :  while  vaft  emptinefs 
And  hollow  fdence  reigns  through  all  the  place. 
Nor  heeds  the  chearful  change  of  nature's  face. 
Yet  nature's  wheels  will  on  without  control. 
The  fun  will  rife,  the  tuneful  fpheres  will  roll. 
And  the  two  mighty  Bears  walk  round  and  watch 
the  pole. 

See 
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See  while  I  fpeak,  high  on  her  fable  wheel 
Old  night  advancing  climbs  the  eaftern  hill : 
Troops  of  dark  clouds  prepare  her  way;  behold. 
How  their  brown  pinions  edg'd  with  evening  gold 
Spread  fnadowing  o'er  the  hoafe,  and  glide  away 
Slowly  purfuing  the  declining  day ; 
O'er  the  broad  Roof  they  fly  their  circuit  IHII, 
Thus  days  before  they  did,  and  days  to  come  they  will ; 
But  the  black  cloud  that  ihadows  o'er  his  eyes. 
Hangs  there  unmoveable,  and  never  flies  : 
Fain  would  I  bid  the  envious  gloom  be  gone  ; 
Ah  fruitlefs  wiih !  how  are  his  curtains  drawn 
For  a  long  evening  that  defpaira  the  dawn  ! 

Mufe,  view  the  Turret :  jaft  beneath  the  ikies 
Lonefome  it  ftands,  and  fixes  my  fad  eyes. 
As  it  would  afli  a  tear.     O  facred  feat 
Sacred  to  friendlhip  !  O  divine  retreat ! 
Here  did  I  hope  my  happy  hours  t'  employ. 
And  fed  before-hand  on  the  promis'd  joy. 
When  weary  of  the  noify  town,  my  friend 
From  mortal  cares  retiring,  (hould  afcend 
And  lead  me  thither.     V/e  alone  v/culd  fit 
Free  and  fecure  of  all  intruding  feet : 
Our  thoughts  ihould  ftretch  tiieir  longed  vvings,  and  rife. 
Nor  boond  their  foarings  hy  the  lower  ikies : 
Our  tongues  fhould  aim  at  everlafnng  themes. 
And  fpeak  what  mortals  dare,  of  all  the  names 
Of  boundlefs  joys  and  glories,  thrones  and  feats 
Euilt  high  in  heaven  for  fouls :  We'd  trace  the  ilreeta 

Of 
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Of  golden  pavement,  walk  each  blifsful  field. 
And  climb  and  tafte  the  fruits  the  fpicy  mountains  yield  ; 
Then  would  we  fwear  to  keep  the  facred  road. 
And  walk  right  upwards  to  that  blell  abode : 
We'd  charge  our  parting  fpirits  there  to  meet. 
There  hand  ia  hand  approach  th'  Almighty  feat. 
And  bend  our  heads  adoring  at  our  Maker's  feet. 
Thus  flioald  we  mount  on  bold  adventurous  wings 
In  high  difcourfe,  and  dwell  on  heavenly  things. 
While  the  pleas'd  hours  in  fweet  fucceflion  move. 
And  minutes  meafur'd,  as  they  are  above. 
By  ever-cii'cling  joys,  and  ever-lhining  love. 


Anon  our  thoughts  lliould  lovver  their  lofty  flighty 
Sink  by  degrees,  and  take  a  pleafmg  fight, 
A  large  round  profpe6l  of  the  fpreading  plain. 
The  wealthy  river,  and  his  winding  train. 
The  fmoky  city,  and  the  bufy  men. 
How  we  fhould  fmile  to  fee  degenerate  worms 
Laviih  their  lives,  and  fight  for  airy  forms 
Of  painted  honour,  dreams  of  empty  found 
Till  envy  rife,  and  fhoot  a  fecond  wound 
At  fwelling  glory,  Urait  the  bubble  breaks. 
And  the  fcenes  vanifli,  as  the  man  awakes  ; 
Then  the  tall  titles  infolent  and  proud 
Sink  to  the  dull,  and  mingle  with  the  crowd. 

Man  is  a  reftlefs  thing :  Still  vain  and  wild. 
Lives  beyond  fixty,  nor  outgrows  the  child : 


I 
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His  hurrying  lufts  ftill  break  the  facred  bound 
To  feek  new  pleafures  on  forbidden  ground. 
And  buy  them  all  too  dear.     Unthinking  fool. 
For  a  fhort  dying  joy  to  fell  a  deathlefs  foul ! 
'Tis  but  a  grain  of  fweetnefs  they  can  fow. 
And  reap  the  long  fad  harveft  of  immortal  woe. 

Another  tribe  toil  in  a  different  ftrife. 
And  banifli  all  the  lawful  fweets  of  hfe. 
To  fvveat  and  dig  for  gold,  to  hoard  the  ore,  n 

Hide  the  dear  duft  yet  darker  than  before,  v 

And  never  dare  to  ufe  a  grain  of  all  the  llorc.  3 

Happy  the  man  that  knows  the  value  juft 
Of  earthly  things,  nor  is  enilav'd  to  duft. 
'Tis  a  rich  gift  the  fkies  but  rarely  fend 
To  favourite  fouls.     Then  happy  thou,  my  friend. 
For  thou  hadft  learnt  to  manage  and  command 
The  wealth  that  heaven  bellow'd  with  liberal  hand  : 
Hence  this  fair  ftrudlure  rofe  ;  and  hence  this  feat 
Made  to  invite  my  not  unwilling  feet : 
In  vain  'twas  made  !  for  v.e  fhall  never  meet. 
And  fmile,  and  love,  and  blefs  each  other  here. 
The  envious  tomb  forbids  thy  face  t'  appear. 
Detains  thee,  Gunflon,  from  my  longing  eyes. 
And  all  my  hopes  lie  buryM,  where  my  Gunfton  lies. 

Come  hither,  all  ye  tendereft  fouls,  that  know 
The  heights  of  fondnefs,  and  the  depths  of  woe. 
Young  mothers,  who  your  darling  babes  have  found 
Unrimely  murder'd  with  a  ghaftly  wound  ; 

Vol.'lVI.  N  Ye 
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Ye  flighted  nymphs,  who  on  the  bridal  bed 
Clafp'd  in  your  arms  your  lovers  cold  and  dead. 
Come  ;  in  the  pomp  of  all  your  wild  defpnir, 
With  fiowing  eye-lids,  and  dilbrder'd  hair. 
Death  in  your  looks ;  come,  mingle  grief  with  me. 
And  drcv.-n  your  little  fcreams  in  my  unbounded  fea. 

You  facred  mourners  of  a  nobler  mould. 
Born  for  a  friend,  whofe  dear  embraces  hold 
Beyond  all  nature's  ties ;  you  that  have  kno'A'n 
Two  happy  fcul3  made  intimately  One, 
And  felt  a  parting  liroke :  'Tis  you  muft  tell 
The  fmart,  the  twii.ges,  and  the  racks  I  feel  : 
This  foul  of  mine  that  dreadful  wound  has  borne. 
Off  from  its  fide  its  deareil  half  is  torn. 
The  reft  lies  bleeding,  and  but  lives  to  mourn. 
Oh  infinite  diilrefs  1   fach  raging  grief 
Should  command  pity,  and  defp?.ir  relief. 
Paflion,  methinks,  (liocld  rife  from  all  my  groans^. 
Give  fenfe  to  rocks,  and  fympathy  to  ftones. 

Ye  dullcy  Woods  and  echoi  g  Hills  around. 
Repeat  my  cries  with  a  perpetual  found : 
Be  all  ye  £owery  \^ale5  with  thorns  o'ergrown, 
AlTift  my  forrows,  and  decla.re  your  own  ; 
Alas  i  your  lord  is  dead.     The  humble  plain 
Mull  ne'er  receive  his  courteous  feet  again  : 
Tvlourn,  ye  gay  fmiling  meadows,  and  be  feen 
In  wintery  robes,  inltead  of  youthful  green  ; 
And  bid  the  Brook,  that  Irill  runs  warbling  by. 
Move  fdent  on,  and  weep  his  ufclefs  channel  dry. 

Hither 
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Hither  methinks  the  lowing  herd  fhould  come. 
And  moaning  turtles  murmur  o'er  his  tomb 
The  oak  fliall  wither,  and  the  curling  viae 
Weep  his  young  life  out,  while  his  arms  untwine 
Their  amorous  folds,  and  mix  his  bleedmg  foul 

mine. 

Ye  (lately  elms,  in  your  long  order  mourn*  ; 
Strip  off  your  pride,  to  drefs  your  mailer's  urn  : 
Here  gestly  drop  your  leaves  inflead  of  tears : 
Ye  elms,  the  reverend  growth  of  ancient  years. 
Stand  tall  and  naked  to  the  bluHeriiig  rage 
Of  the  mad  winds ;  thus  it  becomes  your  age 
To  fhew  your  forrows.     Often  yc  have  iscn 
Our  heads  reclin'd  upon  the  rifing  green ; 
Beneath  your  facred  {hade  diffus'd  we  lay. 
Here  friendfhip  reign'd  with  an  unbounded  fway : 
Hither  our  fouls  their  conilant  offerings  brought. 
The  burthens  of  the  breaft,  and  labours  of  the  thought; 
Our  opening  bofoms  on  the  confcious  ground 
Spread  all  the  forrows  and  the  joys  we  found. 
And  mingled  every  care ;  ncr  was  it  known 
Which  of  the  pains  and  ple:;fures  v/eve  our  own  ; 
Then  with  an  equal  hand  and  honell  foul 
We  fliare  the  heap,  yet  both  poffefs  the  U'hole, 
And  all  the  paffions  there  through  both  our  bofoms : 
By  turns  we  comfort,  and  by  turns  complain. 
And  bear  and  eafe  by  turns  the  fympathy  of  pain, 


roll,  i 


*  There  v.'as  a  long  row  of  tall  elms  then  ilanding  where  fjme 
years  aftar  the  lower  garden  was  made. 

N  2  Friend Ihip  ! 
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Fr'endrnip  1  myfterious  thing,  what  magic  powers 
Support  thy  fway,  and  charm  thefe  minds  of  ours  ? 
Bound  to  thy  foot  we  boaft  our  birth-right  ftill, 
Ar.d  dream  of  freedom,  when  we've  loli  our  will. 
And  chang'd  away  our  fouls  :   At  thy  command. 
We  fnatch  new  miferies  from  a  foreign  hand. 
To  call  them  ours ;  and,  thoughtlefs  of  our  eafe. 
Plague  the  dear  felf  that  we  were  born  to  pleafe. 
Tliou  tyrannefs  of  minds,  whofe  cruel  throne 
Heap  on  poor  mortals  forrows  not  their  own  ; 
As  though  our  mother  nature  could  no  more 
Find  woes  fufficient  for  each  fon  flie  bore, 
Frier.dlhip  divides  the  fhares,  and  lengthens  out  the 

ftore. 
Yet  we  are  foi'd  of  thine  impsrious  reign, 
pi  Odd  of  thy  ilavery,  wanton  in  our  pain. 
And  chide  the  courteous  hand  when  death  diiTolves 
the  chain. 

Virtu£,  forgive  the  thought  I   the  raving  Mufe 
Wild  and  defpairing  knows  not  what  (he  does. 
Grows  mad  in  grief,  ai^.d  in  her  fivage  hours 
A'.Tronts  the  name  flie  loves  and  Ihe  adores. 
She  is  thy  votar.^fs  too  ;  and  at  thy  fnrine, 
O  ficred  Friendlhip,  oiFer'd  longs  divine, 
"vViii^e  GunHon  liv'd,  and  both  our  fouls  were  thine 
Here  to  thefe  ihades  at  folemn  hours  we  came. 
To  pay  devotion  with  a  mutual  flame. 
Partners  in  blifs.     Sweet  luxury  of  the  mind  I 
And  iwcet  the  aids  of  fenfe  !   Each  ruder  wind 
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Slept  In  its  caverns,  while  an  evening  breeze 

Fann'd  the  leaves  gently,  fporting  through  the  trees  ; 

The  linnet  and  the  Jark  their  vefpers  fang. 

And  clouds  of  crimfon  o'er  th'  horizon  hung ; 

The  flow- declining  fun  vvith  floping  wheels 

Sunk  down  the  golden  day  behmd  the  wellern  hills. 

Mourn,  ye  gardens,  ye  uniinifli'd  gates. 
Ye  green  inclofures,  and  ye  growing  fweets. 
Lament ;  for  ye  our  midnight  hours  have  known^ 
And  watch 'd  us  walking  by  the  filent  moon 
In  conference  divine,  while  heavenly  fire 
Kindling  our  breafts  did  all  our  thoughts  infpire 
Vv'ith  joys  almoll  immortal ;  then  our  zeal 
B'az'd  and  burnt  high  to  reach  th'  ethereal  liill. 
And  love  reiin'd,  Hke  that  above  the  poles. 
Threw  both  our  arms  round  one  another's  fouls 
In  rapture  and  embraces.     Oh  forbear. 
Forbear,  my  fong  !  this  is  too  much  to  hear. 
Too  dreadful  to  repeat ;  fuch  joys  as  thefe 
Fled  from  the  earth  for  ever  ! 

Oh  for  a  general  grief !  let  all  things  fnare 
Our  vvoes,  that  knew  our  loves  :  The  neighbouring  air 
Let  it  be  laden  with  immortal  fighs. 
And  tell  the  gales,  that  every  breath  that  flies 
Over  thefe  fields  Ihould  murmur  and  complain. 
And  kifs  the  fading  grafs,  and  propagate  the  pair;. 
Weep  all  ye  buildings,  and  the  groves  around 
For  ever  weep  :  this  is  an  endlefs  wound. 
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Vail  and  incurable.     Ye  buildings  knew 
His  filver  tongue,  ye  groves  have  heard  it  too  .* 
At  that  dear  found  no  more  fhall  ye  rejoice. 
And  I  no  more  muft  hear  the  cliarming  voice  : 
Woe  to  my  drooping  foul  I   that  heavenly  breath. 
That  could  fpeak  life,  lies  now  congeal'd  in  death  ; 
While  on  his  folded  lips  all  cold  and  pale 
Eternal  chains  and  heavy  filence  dwell. 

Yef  my  fond  hope  would  hear  him  fpeak  again. 
Once  more  at  leaft,  one  gentle  word,  and  then 
Gunfton  aloud  I  call  :  In  vain  I  cry 
Gunfton  aloud ;  for  he  muil  ne'er  reply. 
In  vain  I  mourn,  and  drop  thefe  funeral  tears. 
Death  and  the  grave  have  neither  eyes  nor  ears  : 
Wandei^ing  I  tune  my  forrov/s  to  the  groves. 
And  vent  my  fwelling  griefs,  and  tell  the  winds  our  loves ; 
V/hile  the  dear  youth  fleeps  fall,  and  hears  them  not ; 
He  hath  forgot  me :  In  the  lonefome  vault 
Mindlefs  of  Watts  and  Friendfnip,  cold  he  lies 
Deaf  and  unthinking  clay. 

But  whither  am  I  led  ?  This  artlefs  grief 
Hurries  the  Mufe  on,  obilinate  and  deaf 
To  all  the  nicer  rules,  and  bears  her  down 
From  the  tall  fabrick  to  the  neighbouring  ground  : 
The  pleafmg  hours,  the  happy  moments  paft 
In  thefe  fweet  fields  reviving  on  my  talle 
8aatch  me  away  refiillefs  with  impetuous  hafte. 

Spread 
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Spread  thy  (Irong  pinions  once  again,  my  Tong, 

And  reach  the  Turret  thou  haic  left  To  long  : 

O'er  the  wide  roof  its  lofty  head  it  rears. 

Long  vvaithig  cur  conveife  ;  but  only  hears 

The  noify  tumults  of  the  realms  on  high ; 

The  winds  falute  it  whiftling  as  they  fiy. 

Or  jarring  round  the  windows  ;  rattling  lliowers 

Laih  the  fair  fides  ;  above,  loud  thunder  roars ; 

But  ftill  the  m after  fleeps  ;  nor  hears  the  voice 

Of  facred  friendlhip,  nor  the  tempefl's  noife  : 

An  iron  flumber  fits  on  every  fenfe. 

In  vain  the  heavenly  thunders  ftrive  to  roufe  it  thence. 

One  labour  more,  my  Mufe,  the  golden  Sphere 
Seems  to  demand  :  See  through  the  dufky  air 
Downward  it  (hines  upon  the  rifing  moon  ; 
And,  as  fhe  labours  up  to  reach  her  noon, 
Purfues  her  orb  with  rcpcrcuffive  light. 
And  Ilreaming  gnid  repays  the  paler  beams  of  night : 
But  not  one  ray  can  reach  the  darkfome  grave. 
Or  pierce  the  folid  gloom  that  nils  the  cave 
Where  Gunfton  dwells  in  death.     Behold  it  flames 
Like  fome  new  meteor  v/ith  diffufive  beams 
Through  the  mid-heaven,  and  overcomes  the  ftaro 
"  So  Ihines  thy  Gunilon's  foul  above  the  fpi^eresj 
Rapiuiel  replies,  and  wipes  away  my  tears. 
*'  We  faw  tlie  Hclli  fmk  down  with  clofing  eyes, 
*'  We  heard  thy  grief  Hn-iek  out.  He  dies.  He  die:, 
*'  Miftaken  grief !  to  call  the  flelh  the  friend  1 
*'  Oa  cur  fair  wings  did  the  bright  youth  afcend, 

N  4  '^  All 
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"■  All  heaven  embrac'd  him  with  immortal  love^ 

"  And  fung  his  welcome  to  the  courts  above. 

"  Gentle  Ithuriel  led  him  round  the  fkies, 

*'  The  buildings  ftruck  him  with  immenfe  furprife  ; 

*'  The  fpires  all  radiant,  and  the  manfions  bright, 

"  The  roof  high-vaulted  with  ethereal  light : 

*'  Eeauty  and  ftrength  on  the  tall  bulwarks  fate 

''  In  heavenly  diamond ;  and  for  every  gate 

*'  On  golden  hinges  a  broad  ruby  turns, 

"  Guards  off  the  foe,  and  as  it  moves  it  bums ; 

"  Millions  of  glories  reign  through  every  part; 

•*  Infinite  power,  and  uncreated  art, 

*'  Stand  here  difplay'd,  and  to  the  ftranger  fhow 

•'  How  it  out-fhines  the  nobleil  feats  below. 

*'  The  ftranger  fed  his  gazing  powers  awhile 

**  Tranfported  :  Then,  with  a  regardlefs  fmile, 

'*  Glanc'd  his  eye  downward  through  the  cryftal  floor, 

^*  And  took  eternal  leave  of  what  he  built  before." 


Now,  fair  Urania,  leave  the  doleful  ftrain ; 
Raphael  commands  :  Afl3ame  thy  joys  again. 
In  everlafting  numbers  fing,  and  fay, 
**  Gunfton  has  mov'd  his  dwelling  to  the  realms  of  day 
**  Gunfton  the  friend  lives  ftill :  And  give  thy  groans 
away." 


■] 
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An  elegy  on   Mr.   THOMAS   GOUGE, 

To  Mr.  Arthur  Shallet,  Merchant. 

Worthy  Sir, 

^TpHE  fubjecl  of  the  following  elegy  was  high  in 
^  your  efteem,  and  enjoyed  a  large  (hare  of  your 
afreftions.  Scarce  doth  his  memory  need  the  afTiftance 
of  the  Mufe  to  make  it  perpetual ;  but  when  fhe  can  at 
cnce  pay  her  honours  to  the  venerable  dead,  and  by 
this  addrefs  acknowledge  the  favours  flie  has  received 
from  the  living,  it  is  a  double  pleafure  to, 

S  I  R, 

Your  obliged  humble  fervant, 

L  WATTS. 

To  the  Memory  of  the  Reverend 
Mr.      THOMAS       GOUGE, 

Who  died  Jan.  8th,  1699-1700. 
E  virgin  fouls,  whofe  f.veet  complaint 


Y 


Could  teach  Euphrates  *  not  to  flov/. 
Could  Sion's  ruin  fo  divinely  paint, 

Array'd  in  beauty  and  in  woe  : 

Av.ake,  ye  virgin  fouls,  to  mourn. 
And  with  your  tuneful  forrows  drefs  a  prophet's  urn. 

*  Pfal.  137,     Laraent.  1,  z,  3, 

O  could 
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O  could  my  lips  or  flowing  eyes 
But  imitate  fucii  charming  grief, 
I'd  teach  the  feas,  and  teach  the  fkies, 
"\^aiiings,  and  fobs,  and  fympathies. 
Nor  fnould  the  fcones  or  rocks  be  deaf; 
Rocks  ihali  have  eyes,  and  Hones  have  ears. 
While  Gouge's  death  is  mourn'd  in  melody  and  tears. 

Heaven  was  impatient  of  our  crimes. 

And  fent  ins  miniikr  of  death 
To  fcourge  the  bold  rebellion  of  the  times. 
And  to  demand  our  prophet's  breath ; 

He  came  commiifion'd  for  the  Fates 

Of  av/fal  Mead,  and  charm.ing  Bates; 

There  he  effay'd  the  vengeance  firil:. 
Then  took  a  difmal  aim,  and  brought  great  Gouge  to  dull:, 

■Great  Gouge  to  dufl !  how  doleful  is  the  found ! 
How  vaft  the  ilroke  is  [  and  how  wide  the  v/ound  ! 

Oh  painful  ftrcke  !  diflreirmg  death  I 
A  v.ound  unmeafurably  wide 
No  vulgar  mortal  dy'd 
When  he  refign'd  his  breath. 
The  Mufe  that  mourns  a  nation's  fall, 
Should  v^ait  at  Gouge's  funeral. 
Should  mingle  majeity  and  groans, 
-Such  as  Ihe  fmgs  to  fmking  thrones. 
And  in  deep  founding  numbers  tell. 
How  Sion  trembled,  when  tliis  pillar  fell. 

Sion 
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Slon  grows  weak,  and  England  poor. 
Nature  herfelf,  with  all  her  Ilore, 
Can  furniih  luch  a  pomp  for  death  no  more. 

The  reverend  man  let  ali  things  mourn ; 

Sure  he  was  fome  a^thereal  mind. 

Fated  in  fieOi  to  be  confin'd. 
And  order'd  to  be  bom. 
His  foul  was  of  th'  angelic  frame. 
The  fame  ingredients,  and  the  mould  the  fame. 
When  the  Creator  makes  a  miniiier  of  flame, 

Ke  was  all  form'd  of  heavenly  things. 
Mortals,  believe  what  my  Urania  fmgs. 
For  fhe  has  feen  him  riie  upon  his  flamy  wings. 

How  would  he  mount,  how  would  he  fly 
Up  through  the  ocean  of  the  Iky, 

Tow'rd  the  celeflial  coail ! 
With  Vv'hat  amazing  fvviftnefs  foar 
Till  earth's  dark  ball  u'as  feen  no  more. 

And  ail  its  mountains  loll  1 
Scarce  could  the  Mufe  purfue  him  with  her  fight : 

But,  angels,  you  can  tell. 
For  oft  you  meet  his  wonderous  flight. 

And  knew  the  ftranger  well ; 
Say,  how  he  paft  the  radiant  fpheres. 
And  vilited  your  happy  feats. 
And  trnc'd  the  well-known  turnings  of  the  golden  flreets. 

And  walk'd  among  the  flars. 

Tell 
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Tell  how  he  climb'd  the  everlaiHng  hills 

Sur/eying  all  the  realms  above. 
Borne  on  a  ilrong--v/ing'd  faith,  and  on  the  ^.try  wheels 
Of  an  immortal  love. 

'Twas  there  he  tool:  a  glorious  fight 
Of  the  inheritance  of  faints  in  light. 
And  read  their  title  in  their  Saviour's  right. 

How  oft  the  humble  fcholar  came. 

And  to  your  fong^  he  rais'd  his  ears 

To  learn  th'  unutterable  name. 

To  view  th'  eternal  bafe  that  bears, 
Tfie  new  creation's  f-ame. 

The  countenance  of  God  he  faw. 
Full  of  mercy  :  full  of  awe. 
The  glories  of  his  power,  and  glories  of  his  grace :. 
There  he  beheld  the  wondrous  fprings 

Of  thofe  celefiial  facred  things. 
The  peaceM  gofpel,  and  the  fiery  law 

In  that  niaj'jilic  face. 
That  face  did  ail  his  gazing  powers  employ. 
With  mofl  profound  abafement  and  exalted  joy. 

The  roils  of  fate  were  half  unfeal'd. 
He  ftood  adoring  by  ; 

The  volume  open'd  to  his  eye. 

And  fweet  intelligence  he  held 
Witli  all  his  frining  kindred  of  the  iky. 

Ye  feraplis  that  furround  the  throne. 
Tell  how  his  name  was  through  the  palace  known. 
How  warm  his  zeal  wa*,  and  how  like  your  own  : 

Spealc 
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Speak  it  aloud,  let  half  the  nation  h'jnr. 
And  bold  blafphemers  llirink  and  fear  *  : 

Impudent  tongues  !  to  blaft  a  prophet's  nnmc  ! 

The  poifon  fure  was  fetch'd  fi-om  hell. 
Where  the  eld  blafphemers  dwell. 

To  taint  the  pureir  dufr,  and  blot  the  vvhiteil  fame  ! 

Impudent  tongues  !    You  fhould  be  darted  through, 
Naii'd  to  your  own  black  mouths,  and  lie 
Ufelefs  and  dead  till  fiander  die. 
Till  flander  die  with  you. 

'*  We  faw  him,  faid  tli'  ethereal  throng, 

**  We  faw  hfs  warm  devotions  rife, 

**  We  heard  the  fervour  of  h:s  cries, 

*'  And  mix'd  his  praif^'i  with  our  fong : 
*'  We  knew  the  fecret  flights  of  his  retiring  hours, 

"  Nightly  he  wak'd  his  inward  powers, 
*'  Young  Ifrael  rofe  to  wrellle  with  his  God, 
*'  And  with  unconquer'd  force  fcal'd  the  celeHial  towers, 
**  To  reach  the  blelhng  down  for  thofe  that  fought  his 
*'  blood. 

**  Oft  we  beheld  the  thunJercr's  hand 

"  Rais'd  high  to  cruih  the  fiiaicus  fbe  ; 
"  As  oft  we  faw  the  rolling  vengeance  iHnd 

"  Doubtful  t'  obey  the  dread  command, 
*'  While  his  afcendiiig  prayer  upheld  the  falling  bk)w." 

Draw  the  pa'l  fcenes  of  thy  de'-ight, 
My  Mufe,  and  bririg  the  wondrous  man  to  fight. 

*  Though  he  was  fo   c^eit  \r,i  ^ood  a  man,  he  diJ  no:  efcape 
cen  Caret 

Pkce 
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Place  him  (crrounded  as  he  ftood 

With  pious  crowds,  while  from  his  tongue 
A  ftream  of  harmony  ran  foft  along. 
And  every  year  drank  in  the  flowing  good : 

Softly  it  ran  it^  filver  way. 
Till  warm  devotion  rais'd  the  current  ftrong : 
Then  fervid  zeal  on  the  fweet  deluge  rode. 

Life,  love  and  glory,  grace  and  joy. 
Divinely  roii'd  promifcuous  on  the  torrent- flood. 
And  bore  our  rapturd  fenfe  away,    and  thoughts  and 
fouls  to  God. 

O  might  we  dwell  lo?  ever  there  ! 
No  more  return  to  breatlie  this  groiler  air. 
Tills  atmofphere  of  fm,  calamity,  and  care. 

But  heavenly  fcenes  foon  leave  the  fight 

\7hile  we  belong  to  clay, 
Paffians  cf  terror  and  delight. 

Demand  alternate  fvay. 

Behold  the  man,  whofe  awful  voice 

Could  well  proclaim  the  fiery  law. 

Kindle  the  flames  that  Mofes  faw. 

And  fwell  the  trumpet's  warlike  noife. 
He  {lands  the  herald  cf  the  threatening  ficie:, 
Lo,  on  his  reverend  brow  the  frowns  divinely  rife. 
All  Sinai'*  thunder  on  his  tongue,  and  lightning  in  his 
eyes. 

Round  tiiehigh  roof  the  curfes  flew 

Diillnguifhing  each  guilty  head. 
Far  from  th'  unequal  war  the  atheiil  fled , 
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His  kindled  arrows  Ml  purfae. 

His  arrows  ftrike  the  atheift  through. 
And  xD'er  his  inmoft  powers  a  fliuddcring  horror  fpread, 
The  marble  heart  groans  with  an  inward  wound ; 

Blafpheniing  fouls  of  harden'd  fteel 
Shriek  out  amaz'd  at  the  new  pangs  they  feci. 

And  dread  the  echoes  of  the  found. 

The  lofty  wretch  arm'd  and  array'd 
In  gaudy  pride  fmks  down  his  impious  head. 
Plunges  in  dark  defpair,  and  mingles  with  the  dead. 

Now,  Mufe,  aiTame  a  fofter  flrain. 

Now  footh  the  iinner's  raging  fmart. 

Borrow  of  Gouge  the  wondrous  art 
To  calm  the  furging  confcience,.and  aiT.vage  the  pain; 

He  from  a  bleeding  God  derives 

Life  for  the  fouls  tiiat  guiit  had  Haia, 

And  llrait  the  dying  rebel  lives. 
The  dead  arife  again  ; 

The  opsning  feles  rdmcil  obey 

His  powerful  fong  ;  a  he  evenly  ray 
Awakes  defpair  to  light,  and  fneds  a  chearfal  ds^y^ 

His  wondrous  voice  rcll;  back  the  fpheres. 

Recalls  the  fcenes  of  ancient  years. 
To  make  the  Saviour  known ; 

Sweetly  the  flying  charmer  roves 

Through  all  his  labours  and  his  loves. 
The  anguifii  of  his  crofs,  and  triumphs  of  his  throne.. 

Come,  he  invites  our  feet  to  try 
The  ^.PCT^  afcent  cf  Calvary, 

And. 
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And  fets  the  fatal  tree  before  our  eye : 
See  here  celeiliai  forrow  reigns ; 
Rude  nails  and  ragged  thorns  lay  by, 
Ting'd  with  the  crimfon  of  redeeming  veins. 
In  wondrous  words  he  fung  the  vital  flood 
"Where  all  our  fins  were  drown'd. 
Words  fit  to  heal  and  fit  to  wound. 
Sharp  as  the  fpear,  and  balmy  as  the  blood. 
In  his  difcourfe  divine 
Afrefli  the  purple  fountain  fiow'd ; 
Oiir  falling  tears  kept  fympathetic  time. 
And  trickled  to  the  ground. 
While  every  accent  gave  a  doleful  found. 
Sad  as  the  breaking  heart-firings  of  th'  expiring  God. 

Dawn  to  the  manfions  of  the  dead, 
W'd\  trembling  joy  our  fouls  are  led. 
The  captives  of  his  tongue  ; 
There  the  dear  prince  of  light  reclines  his  head 
Darknefs  and  fhades  among. 
With  p'eafing  horror  we  furvey 

The  caverns  of  the  tomb. 
Where  the  belov'd  Redeemer  lay. 

And  ihed  a  fweet  perfume. 
Hark,  the  old  earthquake  roars  again 
In  Gouge's  voice,  and  breaks  the  chain 
Of  hea\'y  death,  and  rends  the  tombs  : 
The  rifmg  God !  he  comes,  he  comes. 
With  throngs  cf -.vaking  faints,  a  long  triumphing  train. 

See 
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See  the  biight  fquadrons  of  the  fky. 
Downward  on  wings  of  joy  and  hafte  they  fly. 
Meet  their  returning  fovereign,  and  attend  him  high. 

A  lliining  car  the  conqueror  fills, 

Form'd  of  a  golden  cloud ; 
Slowly  the  pomp  mov^s  up  the  azure  hills. 

Old  Satan  foams  and  yells  aloud, 
And  gnaws  th'  eternal  brafs  that  binds  him  to  the  wheels, 
The  opening  gates  of  biifs  receiv^e  their  King, 

The  Father-God  fmiles  on  his  Son, 
Pays  him  the  honours  he  has  won. 
The  lofty  thrones  adore,  and  htde  cherubs  ling. 

Behold  him  on  his  native  throne. 

Glory  fits  fall  upon  his  head ; 

Drefs'd  in  new  light,  and  beamy  robes. 
His  hand  roUs-on  the  fealbus,  and  the  lliining  globes. 
And  fways  the  living  worlds,  and  regions  of  the  dead. 

Gouge  was  his  envoy  to  the  realm  below, 
Vafl  was  his  truil,  and  great  his  Ikill, 

Bright  the  credentials  he  could  lliow. 
And  thoufands  own'd  the  feal. 

His  hallow'd  lips  could  well  impart 

The  grace,  the  promife,  and  commr^nd  : 
He  knew  the  pity  of  Jmmanuel's  heart. 
And  terrors  of  Jehovah's  hand. 

How  did  our  fouls  flart  out,  to  hear 

The  embaiTies  of  love  he  bare. 

While  every  ear  in  rapture  hung 
Upon  the  charming  wonders  cf  his  tongue  I 

Vol.  LVI.  O  Life's 
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Life's  bufy  cares  a  facred  filence  bound, 
Attention  flood  with  all  her  powers. 
With  fixed  eyes  and  awe  profound, 
Chain'd  to  the  pleafure  of  the  found. 
Nor  knew  the  flying  hours. 

But  O  my  everlafling  grief! 
Heaven  has  recall'd  his  envoy  from  our  eyes. 

Hence  deluges  of  forrow  rife. 

Nor  hope  th'  impoflible  relief. 

Ye  remnants  of  the  facred  tribe 

Who  feel  the  lofs,  come  fliare  the  fmart. 
And  mix  your  groans  with  mine : 

Where  is  the  tongue  that  can  defcribe 

Infinite  things  with  equal  art. 
Or  language  fo  divine  ? 

Our  paflions  want  the  heavenly  flame, 
Ahnighty  Love  breathes  faintly  in  our  fongs. 
And  awful  threatenings  languifh  on  our  tongue: ; 

Howe  is  a  great  but  Angle  name  : 
Amidft  the  crowd  he  ftands  alone ; 
Stands  yet,  but  with  his  flarry  pinions  on, 
Dreft  for  the  flight,  and  ready  to  be  gone. 

Eternal  God,  command  his  flay. 

Stretch  the  dear  months  of  his  delay ; 
O  we  could  wifli  his  age  were  one  immortal  day ! 

But  when  the  flaming  chariot's  come. 
And  fliining  guards,  t'  attend  thy  prophet  home, 

Amidft  a  thoufand  weeping  eyes. 
Send  an  Eliflia  down,  a  foul  of  equal  fize. 
Or  burn  this  worthlefs  globe,  and  take  us  to  the  flcie-s. 
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PREFACE, 

To  all  that  are  concerned  in  the  Education   of 
Children. 

My  Friends, 
T  T  is  an  awful  and  Important  charge  that  is  committed 
■*■  to  you.  The  wildom  and  welfare  of  the  fucceeding 
generation  are  intrufted  with  you  beforehand,  and  de- 
pend much  on  your  condudt.  The  feeds  of  mifery  or 
happinefs  in  this  world,  and  that  to  come,  are  often- 
times fown  very  early ;  and  therefore  whatever  may 
conduce  to  give  the  minds  of  children  a  relifh  for  vir- 
tue and  religion,  ought,  in  the  firll  place,  to  be  pro- 
pofed  to  you. 

Verfe  was  at  firH  defigned  for  the  ferv'ice  of  God, 
though  it  hath  been  wretchedly  abufed  fmce.  The  an- 
cients, among  the  Jews  and  the  Heathens,  taught  their 
children  and  difciples  the  precepts  of  m.oraHty  and  wor- 
fhip  in  verfe.  The  children  of  Ifrael  were  commanded 
to  learn  the  words  of  the  fong  of  Mofes,  Deut.  xxxi. 
19,  30,  and  we  are  direfted  in  the  New  Teflament, 
not  only  to  fmg  *'  with  grace  in  the  heart,  but  to  teach 
and  admonifh  one  another  by  hymns  and  fongs,"  Ephef. 
V.  19.     And  there  are  thefe  four  advantages  in  it. 

I.  There  is  a  great  delight'in  the  very  learning  of 

truths   and  duties  this  way.     There  is  fomething  fo 

O  3  amufing 
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amufmg  and  entertaining  in  rhymes  and  metre,  that 
will  incline  children  to  make  this  part  of  their  bufmefs 
a  diveriion.  And  you  may  turn  their  very  duty  into  a 
reward,  by  giving  them  the  privilege  of  learning  one  of 
thefe  Songs  every  week,  if  they  fulfill  the  bafmefs  of  the 
week  well,  and  promifmg  them  the  book  itfelf,  when 
they  have  learnt  ten  or  twenty  fongs  out  of  it. 

ir.  What  is  learnt  in  veife,  is  longer  retained  in 
memory,  and  fooner  recolleded.  The  like  founds,  and 
the  like  number  of  fyllables,  exceedingly  affiil  the  re- 
membrance. And  it  may  often  happen,  that  the  end 
of  a  fong  running  in  tl:ie  mind,  may  be  an  effeilual 
means  to  keep  oif  Ibme  temptatioiiS,  or  to  incline  to 
fome  duty,  when  a  word  of  icripcure  is  not  upon  their 
thoughts. 

Jil.  This  will  be  a  conftant  furniture  for  the  minds 
of  children,  that  they  may  have  fomething  to  think  upon 
when  alone,  and  fmg  over  to  themfelves.  This  may 
fometunes  give  their  thoughts  a  divine  turn,  and  raife 
a  young  meditation.  Thus  tiiey  will  not  be  forced  to 
feek  n  lief  for  an  emptinsfs  of  mind,  out  of  the  loofe 
and  dangerous  fonnets  of  the  age. 

IV.  Thefe  Dii^ine  Songs  may  be  a  pleafant  and  proper 
matter  for  their  daily  or  weekly  vvorlhip,  to  {mg  one 
in  the  family,  at  fuch  time  as  the  parents  or  governors 
fhall  appoint;  and  therefore  I  have  confined  tlie  verfe 
to  liic  moi'lufual  pfalm  tunes. 

The  ^,reateft  part  of  this  little  book  was  compofed 
feveral  years  ago,  at  the  tequefl  of  a  friend,  who  has 

been 
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been  long  engaged  in  the  work  of  catechlfmg  a  very 
great  number  of  children  of  all  kinds,  and  with  abun- 
dant fkill  and  fuccefs.  So  that  you  will  find  here  no- 
thing that  favours  of  a  party ;  The  children  of  high 
and  low  degree,  of  the  church  of  England  or  DiiTenters, 
baptifed  in  infancy,  or  not,  may  all  join  together  in  thefe 
fongs.  And  as  I  have  endeavoured  to  fmk  the  lan- 
guage to  the  level  of  a  child's  underftanding,  and  yet 
to  keep  it,  if  poffible,  above  contempt ;  fo  I  have  de- 
figned  to  profit  all,  if  poffible,  and  offend  none.  I 
hope  the  more  general  the  fenfe  is,  thefe  compofures 
may  be  of  the  more  univerfal  ufe  and  fervice. 

I  have  added  at  the  end,  fome  attempts  of  Sonnets 
on  Moral  Subjefb,  for  children,  with  an  air  of  plea- 
fantry,  to  provoke  fome  fitter  pen  to  write  a  litde  book 
of  diem. 

May  the  Almighty  God  make  you  faithful  in  this 
important  work  of  education;  may  he  fucceed  your  cares 
with  his  abundant  grace,  that  the  rifmg  generation  of 
Great  Britain  may  be  a  glory  among  the  nations,  a 
pattern  to  the  chriilian  world,  and  a  bleffing  to  tli« 
earth. 
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S    O    N    G      I. 

A  general  Song  of  Praife  to  God. 

T  ¥  O  W  glorious  is  our  heavenly  King, 
•^  -^     Who  reigns  above  the  fey  ! 
Ko'.v  fhall  a  child  prefame  to  ling 
Hie  dreadful  majefly  ? 

Plow  great  his  power  is,  none  can  tell. 

Nor  think  hovv  large  liis  grace  ; 
Not  men  below,  nor  faints  that  dwell 

On  high  before  his  face. 

Not  angels  that  ftand  round  the  Lord, 

Can  fearch  his  iec;et  will  ? 
But  they  perform  his  heavenly  word, 

And  fmg  his  praifes  IHll. 


Then 
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Then  let  me  join  this  holy  train. 

And  "my  firll  offerings  bring  ; 
Th'  eternal  God  will  not  difdain 

To  hear  an  infant  fing. 

My  heart  refolves,  my  tongue  obeys. 

And  angels  (hall  rejoice. 
To  hear  their  mighty  Maker's  praife 

Sound  from  a  feeble  voice. 

SONG      II. 

Praife  for  Cp.eation  and  Providence. 

T  Sing  th'  almighty  power  of  God, 
-^     That  made  the  mountains  rife. 
That  fpread  the  ficwing  feas  abroad. 
And  built  the  lofty  fkies. 

I  fmg  the  wifdom  that  ordain'd 

The  fun  to  rule  the  day  ; 
The  m.oon  fhines  full  at  his  command. 

And  all  the  ftars  obey. 

I  fing  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 

That  fiU'd  the  earth  with  food  : 
He  form'd  the  creatures  with  his  word. 

And  then  pronounc'd  them  good. 

Lord,  how  thy  wonders  are  difplay'd. 

Where'er  I  turn  mine  eye  ! 
If  I  farvey  the  ground  J  tread. 

Or  gaze  upon  the  iliy  ! 


There*^ 
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There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below. 

Bat  makes  thy  glories  known  ; 
And  clouds  arife,  and  tempefts  blow. 

By  order  from  thy  tlirone. 

Creatures  (as  numerous  as  they  be) 

Are  fubjidl  to  thy  care  ; 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  fiee. 

But  God  is  prefent  there. 

In  heaven  he  ihines  with  beams  of  love* 

With  wrath  in  hell  beneath ! 
'Tis  on  his  earth  I  ftand  or  move. 

And  'tis  his  air  I  breathe. 

His  hand  is  my  perpetual,  guard  ; 

He  keeps  me  with  his  eye  ; 
Why  (hould  I  then  forget  the  Lord, 

Who  is  for  ever  nigh  ? 

SONG      III. 

Praife  to  God  for  our  Redemption. 

TJ  LEST  be  the  vvifdom  and  the  power, 
•*^     The  juflice  and  the  grace. 
That  join'd  in  counfel  to  reftore. 
And  fave  our  rui.i'd  race. 

Oiir  father  ate  forbidden  fruit. 

And  from  his  glory  fell ; 
And  we  his  children  thus  were  brought 

To  death,  and  near  to  hell. 


Elea 
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Blell  be  the  Lord  that  fent  his  Son 

To  take  our  fieOi  and  biood  ; 
He  for  our  lives  gave  up  his  own. 

To  make  our  peace  with  God. 

He  honour'd  all  his  Father's  laws. 

Which  we  have  difobey'd ; 
He  bore  our  fins  upon  the  crofs. 

And  our  full  ranfom  paid. 

Behold  him  riung  from  the  grave ; 

Behold  him  rais'd  on  high  : 
He  pleads  his  merit,  there  to  fave 

TranfgrelTors  doom'd  to  die. 

There  on  a  glorious  throne  he  reigns. 

And  by  his  power  di  vine 
Redeems  us  from  the  flaviih  chains 

Of  Satan  and  of  Sin. 

Thence  (hall  the  Lord  to  judgment  come. 

And  with  a  fovereign  voice 
Shall  call,  and  break  up  every  tomb. 

While  waking  faints  rejoice. 

O  may  I  then  with  joy  appear 

Before  the  judge's  face. 
And  with  the  blefs'd  aiTcmbly  there 

Sing  his  redeeming  gxace  ! 
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SONG      IV. 

Praife  for  Mercies  Spiritual  and  Temporal. 

■^,  XT  H  E  N  E '  E  R  I  take  my  walks  abroad, 

"^  ^        How  many  poor  I  fee  ? 
What  fhall  I  render  to  my  God 
For  all  his  gins  to  me  ? 

Not  more  than  others  I  deferve. 

Yet  God  has  given  me  more ; 
For  I  have  food,  while  others  ftarve. 

Or  beg  from  door  to  door. 

How  many  children  in  the  ftreet 

Halfnaked  I  behold! 
While  I  am  cloath'd  from  head  to  feet. 

And  cover'd  from  the  c5!d. 

While  fome  poor  wretches  fcarce  can  tell 

Where  they-  may  lay  their  head  ; 
I  have  a  home  wherein  to  dwell. 

And  reil  upon  my  bed. 

While  others  early  learn  to  fvvear. 

And  curfe,  and  lye,  and  fteal  ; 
Lord,  I  am  taught  thy  name  to  fear. 

And  do  thy  holy  will. 

Are  thefe  thy  favours  day  by  day 

To  me  above  the  reft  ? 
ITien  let  me  love  Thee  more  than  they, 

And  try  to  ferve  thee  beft, 
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Pralfe  for  Birth  and  Education  in  a  ChrilHan  Land. 

/^  RE  AT  God,  to  thee  my  voice  I  raife, 
^^    To  thee  my  youngeft  hours  belong ; 
I  would  begin  my  life  with  praife. 
Till  growing  years  improve  the  fong. 

'Tis  to  thy  foverei^n  grace  I  owe 
That  I  was  born  on  Britifh  ground ; 
Where  flreams  of  heavenly  mercy  flow. 
And  words  of  Aveet  faivation  found. 

I  would  not  change  my  native  land 
For  rich  Peru  with  all  her  gold : 
A  nobler  prize  lies  in  my  hand. 
Than  Eaft  or  Weftern  Indies  hold. 

How  do  I  pity  thofe  that  dwell 
Where  ignorance  and  darknefs  reigns  1 
They  know  no  heaven,  they  fear  no  hell, 
Thofe  endlefs  joys,  thofs  endlefs  pains. 

Thy  glorious  promifes,  O  Lord, 
Kindle  my  hopes  and  my  defire  ; 
While  all  the  preachers  of  thy  word 
Warn  me  to  'fcape  eternal  nre. 
Thy  praife  (hall  flill  employ  my  breath. 
Since  thou  haft  mark'd  my  way  to  heaven ; 
Nor  will  I  run  the  road  to  death. 
And  wafte  the  bleiTmgs  thou  haft  given. 

SONG 
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SONG      VI. 

Praife  for  the  Gospel. 

T     ORD,  I  afcribe  it  to  thy  grace, 
■*— '  And  not  to  chance  as  others  do. 
That  I  was  born  of  Chrillian  race. 
And  not  a  Heathen,  or  a  Jew. 

What  would  the  ancient  Jewiih  kin*;s, 
And  Jewifh  prophets  once  have  given. 
Could  they  have  heard  thofe  glorious  things. 
Which  Chrift  reveal'd  and  brought  from  heaven  } 

How  glad  the  Heathens  would  have  been. 
That  v/orihip'd  idols,  wood  :;nd  Hone, 
If  they  the  book  of  God  had  feen. 
Or  Jefus  and  his  gofpel  known  ! 

Then  if  this  gofpel  I  refufe. 
How  fhall  I  e'er  lift  up  mine  eyes  ? 
i*'or  all  the  Gentiles  and  the  Jews 
Againft  me  will  in  judgement  rife. 

SONG       vTI. 

The  Excellency  of  the  Bible. 

/^  RE  AT  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praife 
^-^    On  all  thy  works  I  look ; 
But  ftill  thy  wlfdom,  power,  and  grace. 
Shine  brighteil  in  thy  book. 

The 
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The  liars,  that  in  their  courfes  roil. 

Have  much  inftrudion  given; 
But  thy  good  word  informs  my  foul 

How  I  may  climb  to  heaven. 

The  fields  provide  me  food,  and  ihow 

The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord ; 
But  fruits  of  life  and  glory  grow 

In  thy  mod  holy  word. 

Here  are  my  choicell  treafures  hid. 

Here  my  beft  comfort  lies  ; 
Here  my  defires  are  fatisfy*d. 

And  hence  my  hopes  arife. 

Lord,  make  me  underfland  thy  law; 

Shew  what  my  thoughts  have  been  t 
And  from  thy  gofpel  let  me  draw 

Pardon  for  all  my  fm. 

Here  would  I  learn  how  Chrift  has  dy'd 

To  fave  my  foul  from  hell : 
Not  all  the  books  on  earth  beiide 

Such  heavenly  wonders  tell. 

Then  let  me  love  my  Bible  more. 

And  take  a  frefti  delight 
By  day  to  read  thefe  wonders  o'er, 

And  meditate  by  night. 
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SONG      VIII. 

Praife  to  God  for  learning  to  Read. 

'T^HE  praifes  of  my  tongue 

-*-     I  offer  to  tiie  Lord, 
That  I  was  taught,  and  learnt  (o  young 
To  read  his  holy  word. 

That  I  am  brought  to  know 

The  danger  I  was  in. 
By  nature  and  by  praftice  too> 

A  wretched  Have  to  fin. 

That  I  am  led  to  fee 

I  can  do  nothing  well ; 
And  whither  Ihall  a  fmner  flee 

To  fave  himfelf  from  hell  ? 

X)ear  Lord,  this  book  of  thine 

Informs  me  where  to  go,  ' 

For  grace  to  pardon  all  my  fm. 

And  make  me  holy  too. 

Here  I  can  read,  and  learn 

Kow  Chrill,  the  Son  of  God, 
Has  undertook  our  great  concern  ; 

Our  ranfom  coft  his  blood. 

And  now  he  reigns  above. 

He  fends  his  Spirit  dowrl 
To  (hew  the  wonders  of  his  love. 

And  make  iiis  gofpel  knovvn. 

O  may 


DIVINE    SONGS.  aoj 

O  may  that  Spirit  teach. 

And  make  my  heart  receive 
Thofe  truths  which  all  thy  fervants  preach. 

And  all  thy  faints  believe. 

Then  fhall  I  praife  the  Lord 

In  a  more  chcarful  rtrain. 
That  I  was  taught  to  read  his  word. 

And  have  not  learnt  in  vain. 

SONG      IX. 

The  All-seeing  God.. 

\  Lmighty  Cod,  thy  piercing  eye 
•^  ■*■  Strikes  through  the  Ihades  of  night. 
And  our  moft  fecret  a6Hons  lie 
All  open  to  thy  fight. 

There's  not  a  fm  that  we  commit^ 

Nor  wicked  word  we  fay. 
But  in  thy  dreadful  book  'tis  writ, 

Againft  the  judgment-day. 

And  muft  the  crimes  that  I  have  done 

Be  read  and  publilh'd  there? 
Be  all  expos'd  before  the  fun. 

While  men  and  angels  hear  ? 

Lord,  at  thy  foot  afham'd  I  lie ; 

Upward  I  dare  not  look ; 
Pardon  my  lius  before  I  die. 

And  blot  them  from  thy  book. 

Vol.  LVf.  '      P  Remem- 
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Remember  all  the  dying  pains 

That  my  Redeemer  felt. 
And  let  his  blood  warti  oat  my  flains. 

And  anfwer  for  my  guilt. 

0  may  I  now  for  ever  fear 
T'  indulge  a  fmful  thought. 

Since  the  great  God  can  fee  and  hear. 
And  writes  down  every  fault. 

SONG      X. 

Solemn  Thoughts  of  G  o  d  and  ET  e  a  t  k. 

TH  E  R  E  is  a  God  that  reigns  above. 
Lord  of  the  heavens,  and  earth,  and  feas : 

1  fear  his  wrath,  I  alk  his  love, 
And  with  my  lips  I  fing  his  praife. 

There  Is  a  law  which  he  has  writ. 
To  teach  us  all  that  we  muft  do  : 
My  foul,  to  his  commands  fubmit. 
For  they  are  holy,  juft,  and  true. 

There  is  a  gofpel  of  rich  grace. 
Whence  fmners  all  their  comforts  draw  : 
Lord,  I  repent,  and  feek  thy  face  ; 
For  I  have  often  broke  thy  law. 

There  is  an  hour  when  I  muft  die. 
Nor  do  I  know  how  foon  'twill  come  : 
A  thoufand  children  young  as  I, 
Are  call'd  by  death  to  hear  their  doom. 


Let 
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Let  me  improve  the  hours  I  have. 
Before  the  day  of  grace  is  fled  ; 
There's  no  repentance  in  the  grave. 
Nor  pardons  offer'd  to  the  dead. 

Juft  as  a  tree  cut  down,  that  fell 
To  North  or  Southward,  there  is  lies ; 
So  man  departs  to  heaven  or  hell, 
Fix'd  in  the  ftate  wherein  he  dies, 

SONG      XL 

Heaven   and  H  e  l  l, 

qn  H  E  R  E  is  beyond  the  iky 
-"-     A  heaven  of  joy  and  love  ; 
And  holy  children  when  they  di« 
Go  to  tiiaf  world  above. 

There  is  a  dreadful  hell. 

And  everiafting  pains ; 
There  fmners  muil  with  devils  dwell 

In  darknefs,  fire,  and  chains. 

Can  fuch  a  wretch  as  I 

Efcape  this  curfed  end  ? 
And  may  I  hope  whene'er  I  die 

I  ihall  to  heaven  afcend  ? 

Then  will  I  read  and  pray. 

While  I  have  life  and  breath  ; 
Leil  I  fhould  be  cut  off  to-day, 

And  fent  t'  eternal  death. 

'  ?  z  SON  ( } 
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SONG      XII. 

The  Advantages  of  early  Religion* 

T  T  A  P  P  Y's  the  child  whofe  youngeft  years 
■*■  -*•   Receive  inftruclions  well : 
Who  hates  the  iinner's  path,  and  fears 
The  road  that  leads  to  hell. 

When  we  devote  our  youth  to  God, 

'Tis  pleafing  in  his  eyes ; 
A  flower,  when  ofFer'd  in  the  bud. 

Is  no  vain  facrifice. 

'Tis  eafier  work  if  we  begin 

To  fear  the  Lord  betimes ; 
While  finners  that  grow  old  in  fin 

Are  harden'd  in  their  crimes. 

Twill  fave  us  from  a  thoufand  fnares, 

To  mind  religion  young  ; 
Grace  will  preferve  our  following  years^ 
And  make  our  virtue  ftrong. 

To  thee.  Almighty  God,  to  thee. 

Our  childhood  we  refign  ; 
'Twill  pleafe  us  to  look  back  and  fee 

That  our  whole  lives  were  thine. 
Let  the  f  veet  work  of  prayer  and  praife 

Employ  my  youngeil  breath  ; 
Thus  I'm  prepar'd  for  longer  days. 

Or  £t  for  early  death. 

SONG 
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SONG     xrir. 

The  Danger    of  Delay. 

'\T7H Y  (hould  I  fay,  "  'Tis  yet  too  foon 

^  ^     *'  To  feek  for  heaven,  or  think  of  death?" 
A  flower  may  fade  before  'tis  noon. 
And  I  this  day  may  loofe  my  breath. 

If  this  rebellious  heart  of  mine 
Defpife  the  gracious  calls  of  heaven, 
I  may  be  harden'd  in  my  fm. 
And  never  have  repentance  given. 

What  if  the  Lord  grow  wroth  and  fwear, 
Wliile  r  refufe  to  read  and  pray. 
That  he'll  refufe  to  lend  an  ear 
To  all  my  groans  another  day  ? 
What  if  his  dreadful  anger  burn. 
While  I  refufe  his  oifer'd  grace. 
And  all  his  love  to  fury  turn. 
And  ftrike  me  dead  upon  the  place  ? 
'Tis  dangerous  to  provoke  a  God  ! 
liis  power  and  vengeance  none  can  tell ; 
One  ftroke  of  his  Almighty  rod 
Shall  fend  young  fmners  quick  to  hell. 

Then  'twill  for  ever  be  in  vain 
To  cry  for  pardon  and  for  grace  : 
To  wilh  I  had  my  time  again, 
O^  hope  to  fee  my  Maker's  face, 
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SONG      XIV. 

Examples  of  early  P  i  e  t  Yo 

"ITTH  AT  blefs'd  examples  do  I  find 

^  '      Writ  in  the  word  of  truth, 
•Of  children  that  began  to  mind 
Religion  in  their  youth  ! 

Jefus,  who  reigns  above  the  fky 

And  keeps  tlie  world  in  awe. 
Was  once  a  child  as  young  as  1, 

And  kept  his  Father's  law. 

At  twelve  years  old  he  talk'd  v.'ith  men^ 

(The  jews  all  wondering  ftand) 
Yet  he  obeyd  iiis  mother  then. 

And  came  at  her  command.  ■ 

Children  a  fvveet  hofanqa  fung. 

And  bleil  their  Saviour's  name ; 
They  gave  him  honour  with  their  tongue, 

Wlnie  fcribes  and  prieils  blafpiicme. 

Ssmuel  the  child  was  wean'd,  a.d  brought 

I'o  wait  upon  the  Lord ; 
Young  1  imotliy  betimes  was  tiught 

To  know  his  holy  word. 

Then  why  fhculd  I  fo  long  delay 

What  others  learnt  fo  fcon  ? 
I  would  not  pafs  another  day 

Without  this  work  begun. 

SONG 
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SONG       XV. 

Against    Lying. 

/^'T  I  S  a  lovely  thing  for  youth 
^-^  To  walk  betimes  in  wifdom's  way ; 
To  fear  a  lie,  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
That  we  may  trull  to  all  they  fay. 

But  liars  we  can  never  truft. 

Though  they  (hould  fpeak  the  thing  that's  true ; 

And  he  that  does  one  fault  at  firft. 

And  lies  to  hide  it,  makes  it  two. 

Have  we  not  known,  nor  heard,  nor  read. 
How  God  abhors  deceit  and  wrong  ? 
How  Ananias  v,'as  llruck  dead, 
Catch 'd  with  a  lie  upon  his  tongue  ? 

So  did  his  wife  Saphira  die, 
When  fhe  came  in,  and  grew  fo  bold 
As  to  confirm  that  wicked  lie 
That  juft  before  her  hufband  told. 

The  Lord  delights  in  them  that  fpeak 
The  words  of  truth  ;  but  every  liar 
Muft  have  his  portion  in  the  lake 
That  burns  with  brimrtone  and  with  fire. 

Then  let  me  always  watch  my  lips. 
Left  I  be  ftruck  to  death  and  hell. 
Since  God  a  book  of  reckoning  keeps 
for  every  lie  that  children  tell. 
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SONG     xvr. 

Againfc  Quarp^elling  and  Fighting, 

T     E  T  dogs  delight  to  bark  and  bite, 
•*— '   For  God  hath  made  them  fo  ; 
Let  bears  a.id  lions  grovvl  and  light. 
For  'lis  their  nature  too. 

But,  children,  you  fhould  never  let 

Such  angry  paifions  rife  ; 
Your  little  hands  were  never  made 

To  tear  each  other's  eyes. 

Let  love  through  all  your  actions  run. 

And  all  your  words  be  mild ; 
Live  like  ih^  bleded  virgin's  fon. 

That  Aveet  and  lovely  child. 

Ris  foul  v/as  gentle  as  a  lamb  ; 

And  as  his  ilature  gireiw^ 
He  grew  in  favour  both  with  m.an. 

And  God  his  Father  too. 

New  Lord  of  All  he  reigns  above. 

And  from  his  heavenly  throne 
He  (i'es  what  children  dwell  in  love. 

And  marks  them  for  his  own. 
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SONG       XVII. 

LovH  between  Btothers  and  Sisters. 

XT  7" Hatever  brawls  diilurb  the  ftreet, 
^  ^     There  fhould  be  peace  at  home; 
Where  fiilers  dwell  and  brothers  meet. 
Quarrels  fhould  never  come. 

Birds  in  their  little  nefts  agree ; 

And  'tis  a  ihamefa:  %ht. 
When  children  of  one  family 

Fall  out,  and  chide,  and  fight. 

Hard  names  at  firll,  and  threatening  words. 

That  are  but  noify  breath,  * 

May  grow  to  clubs  and  naked  fwo;ds. 
To  murder  and  to  death. 

The  De\il  tempts  one  mother's  fon 

To  rage  againi  another ; 
So  wicked  Cain  was  hurry'd  on 

Tilt  he  had  kiil'd  his  bother. 

The  wife  will  make  their  anger  cool, 

At  leaft  before  'tis  night ; 
But  in  the  bofom  of  a  fool 

It  burns  till  morning-light. 

Pardon,  O  Lord,  our  cliildifh  rage. 

Our  little  bra.vls  remove  ; 
That,  as  we  grow  to  riper  age. 

Gar  hearts  may  all  be  love. 

SONG 
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SONG     xvm. 

Againfl:  Scoffing  and  calling  Names. 
U  R  tongues  were  made  to  blefs  the  Lord, 


o 


And  not  fpeak  ill  of  men ; 
When  others  give  a  railing  word. 
We  muft  not  rail  again. 

Crofs  words  and  angry  names  require 

To  be  chaftls'd  at  fchool ; 
And  he's  in  danger  of  hell-fire. 

That  calls  his  brother  fool. 

But  lips  that  dare  be  Co  profane. 

To  mock  and  jeer  and  icoff 
At  holy  things  or  holy  men. 

The  Lord  fhall  cut  them  oiF. 

Whsn  children  in  their  wanton  play 

Serv'd  old  Eliiha  fo ; 
And  bid  the  prophet  go  his  way, 

**  Go  up,   thou  bald-head,  go.*' 

God  quickly  ftopp'd  their  wicked  breath. 

And  fent  two  raging  bears. 
That  tore  them  limb  from  limb  to  death,. 

With  blood  and  groans  and  tears. 

preat  God,  how  terrible  art  Thou 

To  fmneis  e'er  fo  young  ! 
Grant  me  thy  grace,  and  teach  me  how 

To  tame  and  rule  my  tongue. 
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SONG       XIX. 

Againll  Swearing,  and  Cursing,  and  taking 
God's    N  a  m  e  in  vain. 

ANGELS,  that  high  in  glory  dwell, 
"f^     Adore  thy  name.  Almighty  God  ! 
And  devils  tremble  down  in  hell. 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  rod. 

And  yet  how  wicked  children  dare 

Abufe  thy  dreadful  glorious  name  ! 
And  when  they're  angry,  how  they  fwear. 

And  curfe  their  fellows  and  blafpheme  I 

How  will  they  ftand  before  thy  face. 

Who  treated  thee  with  fuch  difdain. 
While  thoa  (halt  doom  them  to  the  place, 

Of  everlafting  fire  and  pain  ? 

Then  never  fnall  one  cooling  drop 

To  quench  their  burning  tongues  be  given  j 

But  I  will  praife  thee  here,  and  hope 
Thus  to  employ  my  tongue  in  heaven. 

My  heart  fhall  be  in  pain  to  hear 

Wretches  alrront  the  Lord  above ; 
^Tis  that  great  God  whofe  power  I  fear ; 

That  heavenlv  Father  whom  I  love. 
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If  my  companions  grow  profane, 

I'll  leave  their  friendship,  when  I  hear 

Young  fmners  take  thy  name  in  vain. 
And  learn  to  curfe,  and  learn  to  fwear. 


SONG      XX". 

Againft  Idleness  and  Mischief. 

TT  O  W  doth  the  little  b  ify  bee 
-*•  ■*-     Improve  each  Hiining  hour. 
And  gather  honey  all  the  day 
From  every  opening  flower  ? 

How  feilflilly  (he  builds  her  cell ! 

How  neat  fhe  fpreads  the  wax  ! 
And  labours  hard  to  llore  it  well 

With  the  fvveet  food  fne  makes. 

In  works  of  labo-ar  or  of  .fkill, 

I  would  be  bufy  too  ; 
For  Satan  finds  fome  mifchief  Hill 

For  idle  hands  to  do. 

In  books,  or  work,  or  healthful  play. 

Let  my  firft  years  be  part. 
That  I  may  give  for  every  day 

Some  good  account  at  Uft. 
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SONG       XXI. 

Againft  Evil  CoiMpany. 

"f  TT  H  Y  fhould  I  join  with  thofe  in  play, 

^  *        In  whom  I've  no  delight ; 
Who  curfe  and  fwear,  but  never  pray ; 
Who  call  ill  names  and  fi^ht  ? 

o 

I  hate  to  hear  a  wanton  fong : 

Their  words  offend  mine  ears ; 
I  ihould  not  dare  defile  my  tongue 

With  language  fuch  as  theirs. 

Away  from  fools  I'll  turn  mine  eyes. 

Nor  with  the  fcoffers  go ; 
I  would  be  walking  with  the  wife. 

That  wifer  I  may  grow. 

From  one  rude  boy  that  us'd  to  mock. 

They  learn  the  wicked  jeit  : 
One  fickly  iheep  infects  the  iiock. 

And  poiibns  all  the  reil:. 

My  God,  I  hate  to  walk,  or  dwell 

With  fmfai  children  here  ; 
Then  let  me  net  be  fent  to  hell. 

Where  none  but  haners  are. 

SONG 
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SONG      XXII. 

Againfl  Pride  in  Cloaths. 

H  Y  fhould  onr  garments,  made  to  hide 


w 


Our  parents  fhame,  provoke  our  pride  ? 
The  art  of  drefs  did  ne'er  begin. 
Till  Eve  our  mother  learnt  to  iin. 

When  firft  ihe  put  her  covering  on. 
Her  robe  of  innocence  was  gone ; 
And  yet  her  children  vainly  boaft 
In  the  fad  marks  of  glory  loft. 

How  proud  we  are  !  how  fond  to  ihew 
Our  cloaths,  and  call  them  rich  and  new  ! 
When  the  poor  iheep  and  filk-worm  wore 
That  very  cloathing  long  before. 

The  tulip  and  the  butterfly 

Appear  in  gayer  coats  than  I ; 

Let  me  be  dreil  fine  as  I  will. 

Flies,  worms,  and  flowers,  exceed  me  flill-. 

Then  will  I  fet  my  heart  to  find 
Inward  adornings  of  the  mind  ; 
Knowledge  and  virtue,  truth  and  grace, 
Thefe  are  the  robes  of  richeft  drefs. 

No  more  fliall  worms  with  me  compare  ; 
This  is  the  raiment  angels  wear ; 
The  Son  of  God,  when  here  below, 
Put  on  this  bleft  apparel  too. 


It 
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It  never  fades,  it  ne'er  grows  old. 

Nor  fears  the  rain,  nor  moth,  nor  mould  : 

It  takes  no  fpot,  but  Hill  refines  ; 

The  more  'tis  worn,  the  more  it  fhines. 

In  this  on  earth  fliould  I  appear  ; 
Then  go  to  heaven  and  wear  it  there  5 
God  will  approve  it  in  his  fight ; 
'Tis  his  own  work,  and  his  delight. 

SONG      XXIII. 

Obedience  to  Parents. 

T     E  T  children  that  would  fear  the  Lord 
-*— '     Hear  what  their  teachers  fay  ; 
With  reverence  meet  their  parents  word. 
And  with  delight  obey. 

Have  you  not  heard  what  dreadful  plagues 

Are  threaten'd  by  the  Lord, 
To  him  that  breaks  his  Father's  law. 

Or  mocks  his  Mother's  word  ? 

What  heav)'  guilt  upon  him  lies  ! 

How  curfed  is  his  name  ! 
The  ravens  ihall  pick  cut  his  eyes,- 

And  eagles  eat  the  fame. 

But  thofe  who  worfhip  God,  and  give 

Their  parents  honour  due. 
Here  on  this  ea-  th  they  long  fhall  live. 

And  live  hereafter  too, 

SONG 
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SONG      XXIV. 

The  C  H  1  L  d's  Complaint. 

TXT" H Y  fhould  I  love  my  fport  fo  well, 

^        So  conftant  at  my  play. 
And  lofe  the  thoughts  of  heaven  and  hell ; 
And  then  forget  to  pray  ? 

What  do  I  read  my  Bible  for, 

But,  Lord,  to  learn  thy  Vv'ili; 
And  Ihali  I  daily  know  thee  more. 

And  lefs  obey  thee  Itill  ? 

How  fenfelefs  is  my  heart  and  vvild ! 

How  vain  are  all  my  thoughts  I 
Pity  the  weaknefs  of  a  child. 

And  pardon  all  my  faults  I 

Make  me  thy  heavenly  voice  to  hear. 

And  ht  me  love  to  pray  ; 
Since  God  will  lend  a  gracious  ear 

To  what  a  child  can  fay. 

SONG      XXV. 
A    M  o  R  N  I  r:  G     So  N  G. 

God,  who  makes  the  fun  to  know 
His  proper  hour  to  rife. 
And  to  give  light  to  all  below. 
Doth  fend  him  round  the  Mes, 

When 
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When  from  the  chambers  of  the  Eaft 

His  morning  race  begins. 
He  never  tires,  nor  Hops  to  reft ; 

But  roand  the  world  he  ihines. 

So,  like  the  fun,  would  I  fulfil 

The  bufmefs  of  the  day ; 
Begin  my  work  betimes,  and  ftill 

March  on  my  heavenly  way. 

Give  me,  O  Lord,  thy  early  grace. 

Nor  let  my  foul  complain 
That  the  young  morning  of  my  days 

Has  all"  been  fpent  in  vain. 

SONG      XXVI. 

An    Evening    Song. 

AND  now  another  day  is  gone, 
•*^  I'll  fmg  my  Maker's  praife ; 
My  comforts  every  hour  make  known 
His  providence  and  grace. 

But  how  my  childhood  runs  to  wafte  ', 

My  fins,  how  great  their  fum  I 
Lord,  give  me  paidon  for  the  part. 

And  ftrength  for  days  to  come, 

I  lay  my  body  down  to  fleep ; 

Let  angels  guard  my  head. 
And  through  the  hours  of  darknefs  keep 

Their  watch  around  my  bed. 

Vol.  LVI.  q^  With 
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With  chearful  heart  I  clofe  my  eyes. 

Since  thou  wilt  not  remove ; 
And  in  the  morning  let  me  rife 

Rejoicing  in  thy  love. 


SONG      XXVII. 

For  the  Lord'  s-D  ay  Morning. 

rr^  H  I  S  is  the  day  when  Chrift  arofe 

-*-     So  early  from  the  dead ; 
Why  fhould  I  keep  my  eyelids  clos'd. 
And  wafte  my  hours  in  bed  ? 

This  is  the  day  when  Jefus  broke 

The  power  of  death  and  hell ; 
And  Ihall  I  ftill  wear  Satan's  yoke. 

And  love  my  fins  fo  well  ? 

To-day  v.-ith  pleafure  chriftians  mztt. 

To  pray  and  hear  the  word  : 
And  I  would  go  with  chearful  f:^et 

'iO  learn  thy  will,  O  Lord. 

I'll  leave  my  fport,  to  read  and  pray. 

And  fo  prepare  for  heaven : 
O  may  I  love  this  bleifed  day 

The  bell  of  all  the  feven  ! 


SONG 
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SONG     xxviir. 

For  the  L  0  r  d  '  s-D  a  y  E  v  e  n  i  n  g« 

T  ORD,  how  delightful  'tis  to  fee 
•*— '  A  whole  afTembly  worfhip  Thee ! 
At  once  they  fing,  at  once  they  pray ; 
They  hear  of  heaven,  and  learn  the  way. 

I  have  been  there,  and  ftill  would  go  ; 
'Tis  like  a  little  heaven  below : 
Not  all  my  pleafure  and  my  play 
Shall  tempt  me  to  forget  this  day. 

0  write  upon  my  memory.  Lord, 
The  texts  and  doflrlnes  of  thy  word ; 
That  I  may  break  thy  lav/s  no  more. 
But  love  thee  better  than  before. 

With  thoughts  of  Chrift  and  things  divine 
Fill  up  this  fooliih  heart  of  mine; 
That,  hoping  pardon  through  his  blood, 

1  may  lie  do\^Ti,  and  wake  with  God. 

(Xz  The 
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The  Ten   Command  m  e  n  t  s,  out  of  the  Old 
Testament,  put  into  fnort  Rhyme  for  Children. 

Exodus,  Chap.  xx. 

I.  'T^HOU  fhait  have  no  mors  Gods  but  me. 
-^     2.  Before  no  idol  bow  thy  knee. 

3.  Take  not  the  name  of  God  in  vain. 

4.  Nor  dare  the  Sabbath-day  r^rofane. 

5.  Give  both  thy  parents  honour  due. 

6.  Take  heed  that  thou  no  murder  do. 

7.  Abftain  from  words  and  deeds  unclean. 

8.  Nor  fteal,  ^ough  thou  art  poor  and  mean. 
,9.  Nor  make  a  wilful  lie,  nor  love  it. 

10.  What  is  thy  neighbour's  dare  not  covet. 

The  Sum  of  the  Commandments,  out  of  the. 
New  Testament. 


Matt  hew  xxii 

^TTITHallth) 
^  ^      And  as  thyi 


T  I  TH  all  thy  foul  love  God  above, 
hyfelfthy  neighbour  love. 


Our  Saviour's  Golden  Rule. 
Matt.  vii.  12. 

BE  you  to  others  kind  and  true. 
As  you'd  have  otliers  be  to  you ; 
And  neither  do  nor  fay  to  men, 
W."iate'tT  you  would  no:  take  again. 
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Duty  to  God  and  our  Neighbour, 

T     O  V  E  God  with  all  your  foul  and  ftrength, 
'^""^     With  all  your  heart  an-d  mind  : 
And  love  your  neighbour  as  yourlelf. 
Be  faithful,  juft,  and  kind.  •. 

Deal  with  another,  as  you'd  have 

Another  deal  with  you  ; 
What  you're  unwilling  to  receive. 

Be  fure  you  never  do. 


Out  of  my  Book  of  Hymns  I  have  here  added  the 
HosANNA,  and  Glory  ro  the  Father,  Sec.  to  be 
Tung  at  the  End  of  any  of  thefe  Songs,  according  to 
the  Diredion  of  Parents  or  Governors. 

TheHosANXA;  or  Salvation-  afcribed  to  Christ, 
LONG    METRE. 

TT  O  S  A  N  N  A  to  king  David's  Son, 
-*•  -*-   Who  reigns  on  a  fuperior  throne  : 
We  blefi  the  prince  of  heavenly  birth. 
Who  brings  falvation  down  on  earth. 

Let  ever/  nation,  every  agf, 
[n  this  delightful  work  engage ; 
Old  men  and  babe^  in  Sicn  fing 
The  grovving  glories  of  her  king. 

0^3  COM. 
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COMMON    METRE, 

XT  O  S  A  N  N  A  to  the  Prince  of  Grace  5 

•*■  •*-     Sion,  behold  thy  King  ! 
Proclaim  the  Son  of  David's  race. 
And  teach  the  babes  to  fing. 

Hofanna  to  th'  eternal  word. 

Who  from  the  Father  came ; 
Afcribe  falvation  to  the  Lord, 

With  bleflings  on  his  name. 


SHORT    METRE. 

HOS  ANNA  to  the  Son 
Of  David  and  of  God, 
Who  bought  the  news  of  pardon  down^ 
And  brought  it  with  his  blood. 

To  Chrift,  th'  anointed  King, 

Be  endlefs  bleffings  given ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  glory  iing. 

Who  made  our  peace  with  heaven. 


Glory 
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Glory  to  the  Father  and  the  S  0  n,  &c. 
LONG     METRE. 

rpO  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
-*"     And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One  ; 
Be  honour,  praife  and  glory  given. 
By  all  on  earth,  and  ail  in  heaven. 


C  O  M  iM  O  N     METRE. 

"^T  C  W  let  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
-*-^      And  Spirit,  be  ador'd. 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known. 
Or  f.iints  to  Icve  the  Lord. 


SHORT     METRE, 

GI V  E  to  the  Father  praife. 
Give  Glory  to  the  Son  ; 
And  to  the  Spirit  of  his  grace  ; 
Be  equal  honour  done. 


0^4  '       A   SLIGEiT 


A    SLIGHT 

SPECIMEN 

O  F 
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Such  as  I  wlfli  feme  happy  and  condefcending 
genius  would  undertake  for  the  ufe  of  children, 
and  perform  much  better. 

'TpHE  fenfe  and  fubjefts  might  be  borrowed  plenti- 
•*•  fully  from  the  Proverbs  of  Solomon,  from  all  the 
common  appearances  of  nature,  from  all  the  occurrences 
of  civil  life,  both  in  city  and  country  (which  would 
alfo  afford  matter  for  other  divine  fongs).  Here  the 
language  and  meafures  fliould  be  eafy,  and  flowing 
with  chearfulnefs,  with  or  without  the  folemnities  of 
jeligion,  or  the  facred  names  of  God  and  holy-things; 
that  children  might  find  delight  and  profit  together. 

This  would  be  one  efFedlual  way  to  deliver  them 
from  thofe  idle,  wanton,  or  profane  fongs,  which  give  fo 
early  an  ill  taint  to  the  fancy  and  memory;  and  be- 
come the  feeds  of  future  vices, 

I.  The 


'T 
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I.     The     sluggard. 

I  S  the  voice  of  the  fluggard ;  I  heard  him  com- 
plain, 

*'  You  have  wak'd  me  too  foon,  I  maft  flamber  again." 
As  the  door  on  its  hinges,  fo  he  on  his  bed. 
Turns  his  fides  and  his  fhoulders  and  his  heavy  head. 

*'  A  little  more  fleep,  and  a  little  more  flumber;'* 
Thus  he  waftes  half  his  days,   and  his  hours  without 

number ; 
And  when  he  gets  up,  he  fits  folding  his  hands. 
Or  walks  about  fauntering,  or  trifling  he  Hands. 

I  pafs'd  by  his  garden,  and  faw  the  wild  brier. 
The  thorn  and  the  thiftle  grc.v  broader  and  higher  5 
The  cloaths  that  hang  on  him  ztq  turning  to  rags  : 
And  his  money  ftill  vvafles  till  he  flarves  or  he  begs. 

I  made  him  a  vifit,  ftiil  hoping  to  find 

He  had  took  better  care  for  improving  his  mind : 

He  told  me  his  dreams,  talk'd  of  eating  and  drinking ; 

Bat  he  fcarce  reads  hi!>  bible  and  never  loves  thinking. 

Said  I  then  to  my  heart,  "  Here's  a  lelTon  for  n^  :" 
That  man's  bat  a  picture  of  what  I  might  be : 
But  thanks  to  my  friends  for  their  care  in  my  breeding. 
Who  taught  me  betimes  to  love  working  and  reading. 

n.  INNO- 
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II.     INNOCENT    PLAY. 

A   B  R  O  A  D  in  the  meadows  to  fee  the  young  Iambs 
**"  Run  fporting  about  by  the  fide  of  their  dams. 

With  Heeces  fo  clean  and  fo  white ; 
Or  a  neft  of  young  doves  in  a  large  open  cage. 
When  they  play  all  in  love,  without  anger  or  rage. 

How  much  may  we  learn  from  the  fight ! 

If  we  had  been  ducks,  we  might  dabble  in  mud ; 
Or  dogs,  we  might  play  till  it  ended  in  blood ; 

So  foul  and  fo  fierce  are  their  natures  : 
But  Thomas  and  William,  and  fuch  pretty  names. 
Should  be  cleanly  and  harmlefs  as  doves,  or  as  lambs', 

Thofe  lovely  fvveet  innocent  creatures. 

Not  a  thing  that  we  do,  nor  a  word  that  we  fay. 
Should  hinder  another  in  jelling  or  play  ; 

For  he's  Hill  in  earneft  that's  hurt : 
How  rude  are  the  boys  that  throw  pebbles  and  mire  ! 
There's  none  but  a  madman  will  fling  about  fire. 

And  tell  you,  "  'Tis  all  but  in  fport." 


III.     The     rose. 

T  f  O  W  fair  is  the  rofe  !  what  a  beautiful  flower  ! 
^^     The  glory  of  April  and  May  ! 
But  the  leaves  are  beginning  to  fade  in  an  hour. 
And  they  wither  and  die  in  a  day. 

Yet 
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Vet  the  Rofe  has  one  powerful  virtue  to  boaH, 

Above  all  the  flowers  of  the  field  : 
When  its  leaves  are  all  dead,  and  fine  colours  are  I0II5 

Still  how  fweet  a  perfume  it  will  yield  I 

So  frail  is  the  youth  and  the  beauty  of  men. 

Though  they  bloom  and  look  gay  like  the  Rofe : 

But  all  our  fond  care  to  prefer ve  them  is  vain  j 
Time  kills  them  as  fail  as  he  goes. 

Then  I'll  not  be  proud  of  my  youth  or  my  beauty. 

Since  both  of  them  wither  and  fade  : 
But  gain  a  good  name  by  well-doing  my  duty; 

This  will  fcent,  like  a  Rofe,  when  I'm  dead^ 


IV.    The     thief. 

"ITT H Y  fhould  I  deprive  my  neighbour 

^  ^     Of  his  goods  againft  his  will  ? 
Hands  were  made  for  honeil  labour. 
Not  to  plunder  or  to  ileal. 

'Tis  a  fbolifh  felf-deceiving 

By  fiich  tricks  to  hope  for  gain: 
All  that's  ever  got  by  thieving 

Turns  to  forro.v,  ihame,  and  pain. 

Have  not  Eve  and  Adam  taught  us 

Their  fad  profit  to  compute  ? 
To  what  difmal  ftate  they  brought  us 

When  they  Hole  forbidden  fruit  ? 

Oft 
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Oft  we  fee  a  young  beginner 

Pradife  little  pilfering  ways. 
Till  grown  up  a  hardcn'd  /inner ; 

Then  the  gallows  ends  his  days. 

Theft  will  not  be  always  hidden. 

Though  we  fancy  none  can  fpy : 
When  we  take  a  thing  forbidden, 

God  beholds  it  with  his  eye. 

Guard  my  heart,  O  God  of  heaven. 

Left  I  covet  what's  not  mine  : 
Left  I  fteal  what  is  not  g'ven. 

Guard  my  heart  and  hands  from  fm. 

V,    The    ant    or    EMMET. 

'T^H  E  S  E  Emmets  how  little  they  are  in  our  eyes  ? 
•*•     VVe  tread  them  to  duft,  and  a  troop  of  them  dies 
Without  our  regard  or  concern  : 
Yet,  as  wife  as  we  are,  if  we  went  to  their  fchool, 
Titcre's  many  a  fluggard,  and  many  a  fool. 
Some  lefTons  of  wifdom  might  learn. 

They  don't  v/ear  their  time  out  in  fleeplng  or  play. 
But  gather  up  corn  in  a  fun-fhiny  day. 

And  for  v^inter  they  lay  up  their  ftores : 
They  manage  their  work  in  fuch  regular  forms. 
One  would  think  they  forefaw  all  the  frofts   and  the 
ftorms. 
And  fo  brought  their  food  within  doors, 

But 
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But  I  have  lefs  fenfe  than  a  poor  creeping  Ant, 
If  I  take  not  due  care  for  the  things  I  fhall  want. 

Nor  provide  againll  dangers  in  time. 
WTien  death  or  old  age  fhall  rtare  in  my  face. 
What  a  wretch  fhall  1  be  in  the  end  of  my  days. 

If  I  trifle  away  all  their  prime  ! 

Now,  now,  while  my  flrengtli  and  my  youth  are  in 

bloom. 
Let  me  think  w  hat  will  ferve  m.e  when  ficknefs  fhal]  come. 

And  pray  that  my  fins  be  forgiven  : 
Let  me  read  in  good  books,  and  believe,  and  obey. 
That  when  death  turns  me  out  of  this  cottage  of  clay, 

I  may  dwell  in  a  palace  in  heaven. 

VI.     GOOD    RESOLUTIONS. 

^~jr^  HOUGH  I  am  now  in  younger  days, 

-*-        Nor  can  I  tell  what  fhall  befal  me. 
I'll  prepare  for  every  place. 

Where  my  grov\ing  ag-  fhall  call  m«. 

Should  I  be  rich  or  great. 

Others  fhall  partake  my  goodnefs  ; 
I'll  fupply  the  poor  with  m:?at. 

Never  fhewing  fcorn  or  rudenefs. 

Where  I  fee  the  blind  or  lame. 

Deaf  or  dumb,  Tli  kind:y  treat  them; 
I  deferve  to  leel  the  fame 

If  I  meek,  or  hurt,  or  cheat  them. 

If 
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If  I  meet  with  railing  tongues. 
Why  fliould  I  return  them  railing. 

Since  I  bell  revenge  my  wrongs 
By  my  patience  never  failing  ? 

When  I  hear  them  telling  lies. 

Talking  fooliih,  curling,  fvvearing ; 

Firll  I'll  try  to  make  them  wif^. 
Or  I'll  foon  go  out  of  hearing. 

"S^^at  though  I  be  low  and  mean, 
I'll  engage  the  rich  to  love  me. 

While  I'm  modeft,  neat  and  clean. 
And  fubmit  when  they  reprove  me. 

If  I  Ihculd  be  poor  and  lick, 
I  Ihall  meet,  I  hope,  witk  pity. 

Since  I  love  to  help  the  weak, 

Thojgh  tliey  *re  neither  fair  nor  witty, 

I'll  not  wi'lingly  offend. 

Nor  be  eafiiy  off^ended  ; 
What's  amifs  I'll  Urive  to  mend. 

And  endure  what  can't  be  mended. 

May  I  be  fo  watchful  IHII 

O'er  my  humours  and  my  pafiion. 
As  to  fpeak  and  do  no  ill. 

Though  it  Ihould  be  all  the  fafhion  ! 


Wicked 
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Wicked  fafhions  lead  to  hell ; 

Ne'er  may  I  be  found  complying ; 
But  in  life  behave  fo  well. 

Not  to  be  afraid  of  dying. 

A     SUMMER    EVENING. 

T  T  O  W  fine  has  the  day  been,  how  bright  was  the  fuii;, 
•*■  -*■   How  lovely  and  joyful  the  courfe  that  he  run. 
Though  he  rofe  in  a  mill:  when  his  race  he  begun. 

And  there  followed  fome  droppings  of  rain ! 
But  now  the  fair  traveller's  come  to  the  Well, 
His  rays  are  all  gold,  and  his  beauties  are  befl ; 
He  paints  the  (ky  gay  as  he  finks  to  his  reft. 

And  foretels  a  bright  rlfing  again. 

Juft  fiich  is  the  chriftian  :  His  courfe  he  begins. 
Like  the  fun  in  a  milT:,  while  he  mDurns  for  his  fins. 
And  melts  into  tears :  Then  he  breaks  out  and  fiiineSi 

And  travels  his  heavenly  wav : 
But  when  he  comes  nearer  to  finilh  his  race. 
Like  a  fine  fetting  fun  he  looks  richer  in  grace. 
And  gives  a  fure  hope  at  the  end  of  his  days 

Of  rifing  in  brighter  array. 


Some 
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Some  Copies  of  the  following  Hymn  having  got 
abroad  already  into  feveral  Hands,  the  Author  has 
been  periuaded  to  permit  it  to  appear  in  Public,  at 
tliC  Ei^  of  thefe  Songs  for  Children. 

A    CRADLE    HYMN, 

T  T  U  S  H  !  my  dear,  lie  frill  and  flumber, 
•^  **■      Holy  angels  guard  thy  bed  ! 
Heavenly  bleffings  without  number 
Gently  falling  oa  thy  head. 

Sleep,  my  babe ;  thy  food  and  raimeot, 

Houfe  and  home  thy  friends  provide  ; 
All  without  thy  care  or  payment. 

All  thy  wants  are  well  fupply'd. 

How  much  better  thou  'rt  attended 

Tiian  the  So-i  of  God  could  be, 
Wn?n  It -m  he  iven  he  defcendjd. 

And  became  a  child  like  thee  ? 

Soit  an^  f2-y  ::  ^■Jy  cradle  : 

Co.  rf;  and  hid  thy  Saviour  lay  : 
When  his  birth -"lace  was  a  liable, 

Aad  his  fofteil:  bsd  was  hay. 

BleHed  babe  1  what  glorious  features, 

Spotlefs  fair,  divinely  bright ! 
Muit  he  dwell  with  brutal  creatures  ! 

How  ^^SA  ai-.gels  bear  the  iight  ? 

Was. 
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Was  there  nothing  but  a  manger 

Curfed  finners  could  afford. 
To  receive  the  heavenly  ftranger  ! 

Did  they  thus  affront  their  Lord  ? 

Soft  my  child ;  I  did  not  chide  thee. 
Though  my  fong  might  found  too  hard  ; 
r  *  Mother    f 
'Tis  thy  <  >   fits  be  fide  thee, 

I  Nurfe  that  J 
And  her  arms  fhall  be  thy  guard. 

Yet  to  read  the  fhameful  flory. 

How  the  Jews  abus'd  their  King, 
How  they  ferv'd  the  Lord  of  glory. 

Makes  me  angry  while  I  fmg. 

See  the  kinder  fhepherds  roundTiim, 

Telling  wonders  from  the  iky  ! 
Where  they  fought  him,  there  they  found  him. 

With  his  Virgin  Mother  by. 

See  the  lovely  babe  a-dreffmg^ 

Lovely  infant,  how  he  fmil'd  ! 
When  he  wept,  the  Mother's  bleffing 

Sooth'd  and  hufh'd  the  holy  child. 

Lo,  he  {lumbers  in  his  manger, 
■    Where  the  horned  oxen  fed  ; 
Peace,  my  darling,  here's  no  danger. 
Here's  no  ox  a-near  thy  bed. 

*  Here  you  may  ufe  the  words,    Broker,  Sliler,    Neighbour, 
Friend,  &c. 

Vol.  LVI.  R  'Twas 
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'Twas  to  fave  thee,  child,  from  dying. 
Save  my  dear  from  burning  flame. 

Bitter  groans  and  endlefs  crying. 
That  thy  bleil  Redeemer  came. 

May'ft  thou  hVc  to  know  and  fear  him, 
Truft  and  love  him  all  thy  days ; 

Then  go  dwell  for  ever  near  him. 
See  his  face,  and  fmg  his  praifc  ! 

I  could  give  thee  thoufand  kifTes, 

Hoping  what  I  moft  defire  ; 
Isot  a  Mother's  fondeft  wifhes 

Can  to  greater  joys  afpire. 


CON. 
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